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WHO BREAKS-PAYS. 



CHAPTER I. 

ALONE. 



Up five flights of stairs, to the attic of a hQuse 
in the Rue de Berlin, Paris, that is where I am 
going to take the reader, on an evening in the 
beginning of November, 184-. On the square 
landing-place there are four doors, each with a 
card, on which is either written or printed the 
name of the dweller within. Let us examine 
the card on the door to the left as you go up- 
stairs. Mr. Giuliani, that is the name of the 
person we are in search of — ring and enter. 

The apartment consists of two rooms and a 
vol, i. 1 
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closet, fitted up as a small kitchen. The sitting- 
room to the front looks down into the street — 
the bed-room .would have a view of the court- 
yard of the house, but for its dormer window, 
which allows only of a sight of the sky and of 
a multitude of chimney-pots. 

In the small salon a large moderator lamp is 
burning on the diminutive marble table in the 
centre of the room. There is no fire in the 
chimney, though logs of wood artistically laid, 
and backed by a noble elevation of ashes, show 
prudent preparation for a cold evening. A black 
fur rug, bordered by red cloth cut into scollops, 
lies before the fireless grate; a divan occupies 
the space between the fire-place and window — a 
useful piece of furniture, serving as a sofa, a 
chest of drawers, and, in a moment of necessity, 
even as a bed. A well-filled set of bookshelves, 
a box for wood, a large Voltaire chair, half-a- 
dozen small walnut ones, and you have the list 
of Mr. Giuliani's furniture. A large map of 
Italy, and four or five pipes and meerschaums, 
ornament the walls. There is not one object 
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of luxury, not one article for mere show in the 
whole room. 

Mr. Giuliani is seated at the table, and with 
compressed lips and knotted brow appears to be 
deciphering Egyptian hieroglyphics, and jotting 
down learned annotations in red ink with a firm, 
crabbed, scratching pen. Occasionally he sends 
forth an angry volume of smoke from the short 
pipe between his lips. The writer looks thirty, 
at the least; his head is large, his hair black, 
with bronze reflections ; it is abundant, and curls 
closely round the nape of the neck, and on the 
temples ; the rest has that waviness which saves 
much time and patience in hair-dressing; his 
beard is fine, glossy and curling, his ears small 
and white, his brow high, the eyebrows full and 
marked, his nose large, not peculiarly well-shaped, 
but manly and decided, his eyes black, large, and 
deep set His figure is scarcely in proportion to 
so powerful a head ; it is thin, about the medium 
height, with a stoop forward of the shoulders, 
which may be the effect of either constant study 
or of ill health; but the hands are well-shaped, 

1—2 
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muscular hands, able to wield something heavier 
than a steel pen : for the present his feet are in 
black drugget slippers, but they are narrow, with 
a high instep. It is not easy to mistake whether 
a man is a gentleman or not, you discover it in 
spite of the threadbare or glossy coat* Mr. 
Giuliani is a poor gentleman, one of the nume- 
rous body of Italian exiles. He is busy with no 
cuneiform characters, with no hieroglyphics. He 
is an Italian teacher in Paris, and he is decipher- 
ing some of his pupils' carelessly written Italian 
exercises. 

As the little gilt clock on the mantelpiece 
chimes nine, he pushes away the copybooks with 
a sigh of relief, leans back in his chair for a few 
seconds, idly watching the white clouds of smoke 
from his pipe float away and thicken the already 
thick atmosphere of the room. Then he rises, 
opens the window, and sets to work again, but 
this time reading. 

By way of relaxation Giuliani studies Greek, 
and is resolved to master that language; a rough 
task at his age ; but it is now his sole ambition. 



7> 
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After a youth of enthusiasm, during which he 
had freely hazarded life and fortune in the cause 
of liberty, he appeared to have grown philosophi- 
cally indifferent to every shade of politics, every 
form of government, the result of weariness at 
meeting always the same fair professions of good- 
will, and finding ever the same cunning evasions 
of sacred promises. To rid himself of the remem- 
brance of past hopes, he had taken to burying 
his wits in Greek roots, as another man might 
have drowned his in spirits or malt His calm- 
ness was, however, not the fruit of resignation, 
it was the enforced passiveness of iron neces- 
sity. 

A true Anglo-Saxon ring at the door bell, a 
ring which says plainly, "immediate attention, 
for time is precious," startled the student to his 
feet Nervous French ladies, when similar peals 
for admittance precipitate them from their chairs, 
never fail to exclaim, " VoUa pour sur des An- 
glais? 

Mr. Giuliani's visitor was a fair, slim young 
Englishman* 
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"Ah! Valentine, how goes the world with 
you?" 

The Italian's voice was strong and musical, and 
his smile made him agreeable-looking, if not quite 
handsome. 

"What, not dressed!" exclaimed Valentine 
Ponsonby. 

" Not dressed," affirmed Giuliani. " What 
business have I at a ball ? I cannot dance, nor 
sing, nor perform any tricks to pay for my ad- 
mittance among fine ladies and gentlemen." 

" I could imagine a pedagogue talking in this 
style, but for a man of real rank " 

" Be kind enough, my good Valentine, to leave 
ray nobility where it is safest — in the dust ; and 
for Heaven's sake never spread it forth for the 
curious inspection of my pupils' parents, otherwise 
you will take the bread out of my mouth. At pre- 
sent the excellent souls look on me as of a coarse 
clay conscious of its inferiority, and therefore 
fitted to teach their porcelain daughters. With 
what success I do so, these papers could prove," 
stirring the copybooks with the stem of his pipe. 
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" Per Dio ! one of the prettiest of my scholars, 
persists in writing Favoritcava? and Giuliani 
laughed the abrupt laugh of one who lives much 
alone, without any of that continuity which sym- 
pathy imparts to laughter. 

Valentine, who was not sufficiently versed in 
Italian to be much tickled by the blunder, here 
laid a tiny note before Giuliani, saying, — 

" She gave it to me, in case you should stand 
out for the dignity of a written invitation." 

Giuliani examined the writing of the direction 
and exclaimed — 

."That blessed English writing, there is no 
telling one hand from another!" He next in- 
vestigated the seal, holding it close to the light. 
"Now, easy as it may seem," he continued, "I 
would wager ten to one, no Italian woman could 
make a seal like this; so round, so small, so 
neat How every trifle about this scrap of paper 
reveals the refinement of your country, Valen- 
tine. Its perfume of violets almost overpowers 
my tobacco." 

"You will end by being an Anglo-mane, 
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instead of the Anglo-phobe, you now are," said 
the young Englishman. 

"No, never; you English are a great people, 
the Romans of the present day, a race of giants, 
if you will; but disagreeable for strangers to 
dwell among. I admire, even wonder at your 
royal Thames — the rendezvous of the world — but 
I prefer to hang up my harp in the trees border- 
ing the Seine." 

Valentine Ponsonby's eyes wandered to the 
clock on the mantelpiece; the hands already 
marked the half-hour after nine. 

" You then decidedly refuse to accompany me?" 
he asked. 

" Decidedly!" 

t( Write an apology, then — it is the least you 
can do; it is not for everybody beautiful Miss 
Tufton will write an invitation." 

"If she be all I infer from your admiration, 
I should fear to see her, philosopher though 
I am." 

With the unreflecting vehemence of youth, 
Valentine replied,-— 
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"You may well be afraid. She is creating 
quite a furore in Paris ; it is the fashion to be 
in love with her." 

"Indeed! then I need have no more fears. 
Nothing more odious to me, than a woman whom 
it is the fashion to adore. In what other terms 
could you describe one of the celebrities of the 
demi-monde?" 

Valentine's honest face showed his displea- 
sure. 

"I would not feel as bitterly and severely as 
you do, even to be you, with your talents and 
your brave antecedents." 

Giuliani smiled grimly. 

"I may speak of, and judge my fashionable 
fellow-creatures hardly; but I call God to witness 
I wish them well, and do them no ill." 

" Why not treat them well ? Why repulse the 
kindness they offer you, and that merely because 
you have taken such a prejudice against the 
rich, and believe, as my sister Alicia does, that 
the poor and the illiterate have a monopoly of 
the virtues ? " 
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" The wise of all ages have protested against 
the rich, friend Valentine; however, I assure 
you that my wish for obscurity arises princi- 
pally from self-love. I feel myself to be sadly 
deficient in those things which are necessary to 
acquire the good-will of men and women in 
general Deficient in fortune, station, and good 
looks, what wonder if I wish to keep out of 
the way of offending, or being offended. You 
have all the requisites for pleasing, my good 
fellow; so now go and enjoy your evening. 
Adieu." 

The defeated ambassador departed, and Giu- 
liani settled himself anew to his Greek, or tried 
to do so ; but the scent of the violets would not 
let him forget the discussion; and once more, 
and as if it were against his will, he took up 
the note, and»examined, with the attention of an 
expert, the paper, the writing, and the seal. 
Giuliani, when he had pushed aside the exer- 
cises of his pupils, had tasted the pleasure of 
anticipation. The task had been wearisome, but 
it had left his mind, as it were, braced for the 
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enjoyment of a favourite pursuit. The discus- 
sion with Valentine had, on the contrary, dis- 
turbed his composure, put his mind into another 
frame than that which could sympathize with 
the woes of Antigone or Iphigenia. A load of 
ennui oppressed him; the solitude he had just 
praised, and preferred, overpowered him. More 
than once lately he had been assailed by a dis- 
gust of his position; of being condemned to 
silence, isolation, and inactivity, at the age most 
fitted for action and enthusiasm. More than 
once lately he had been taken unawares by an 
ardent thirst for freedom from this immobility — 
freedom, even through a catastrophe. The books 
were thrust aside, and Giuliani went out, de- 
sirous of being jostled by a crowd, that would 
send him back contented to his attic. Out he 
went into one of the great thoroughfares leading 
from the Chaussee d'Antin to one of the Barri&res. 
There Giuliani stopped, and without accounting 
to himself as to why he did so, examined this 
poor locality. 

Opposite to him, a highly coloured sign, which 
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showed him a beflounced female, holding a new- 
born babe; at his right hand a tavern, all the 
faces round the buffet as lurid red as the smoky 
light from the oil lamp, and shining like the 
copper vessels hanging round. A yard or two 
farther on, a flower-shop, exhibiting principally 
funereal wreaths, woven of yellow immortelles, 
bordered and studded with black. Heart-rend- 
ing decorations on them, denoting the rupture 
of every tie that can exist between man and 
man. A ma mire, A mon fih> A mon maru 
The neighbouring dealer was a revendetue, or 
retailer of cast-off clothes; through the open 
door, distinguishable by the flickering light, was 
seen a counter, on which lay the tawdry splen- 
dours of much-soiled ball dresses. As Giuliani 
walked by, the mistress of the tomb flowers 
(a misshapen mass of female clay) was bidding 
good-night to the proprietress of the cast-off 
finery. 

He strolled away to the Boulevards — to that 
division of them which lies between the Rue de 
la Chauss^e d'Antin, and the Rue Richelieu; 
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gaiety and splendour enough there, hut under 
the one and the other he espied the funereal 
wreaths and the cast-off finery of the Barriere. 

He went hack to his attic contented with his 
solitude. 
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CHAPTER II. 

BEGINNINGS. 

The next day, as Giuliani was on his road to give 
a lesson in the Rue de Cotu^elles, he met Colonel 
Caledon. Despite a broad difference in their 
respective ages, the Englishman and the Italian 
had been fellow-soldiers ; and whenever the colonel 
saw Giuliani, a pressing invitation to dinner was 
an inevitable consequence. The attraction these 
two men had the one for Hie other arose from 
their acquaintance dating from so many years 
back; otherwise, with their strong national pre- 
judices, they might have walked in parallel lines 
for ever without finding or making one point of 
contact. As it was, Giuliani contemplated with 
benevolence in Colonel Caledon the peculiarities 
most disagreeable to him in other English, viz., 
his faith in England's universal superiority, his 
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unconcealed contempt for every one born out of 
the pale of the British dominions, his belief that 
morality was unknown beyond the channel, and 
that it took two Frenchmen or three Italians to 
be a match for one free-born Briton* 

Colonel Caledon, on his side, freely acknow- 
leged that though Italians were " a set of scamps," 
his friend Giuliani was a "man," and deserving 
of a better fate than to have been born one of 
the Pope's subjects. " When I have seen a fellow, 
before he had a hair on his chin, fight as I saw 
Giulio Giuliani fight* by his .poor father's side,, 
in Portugal," would the colonel say, " I am bound 
to stand up for his character, Italian or no Italian* 
He is a man — that I'll say for him." In fact, 
when two men, whose principles of action are 
the same, are forced into companionship, what- 
ever the differences of nationalities, friendship is 
sure to follow. 

Courage stood as high with the colonel's deli- 
cate wife, as with the brave old soldier himself. 
Mrs. Caledon, however, had attracted her rough, 
burly husband by all that is most feminine in 
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woman carried to excess. Giuliani, and, indeed, 
most people, liked Mrs. Caledon, she being a 
person eminently charitable to the self-love of 
others; listening with an appearance of interest 
to every pitiless egotist, her large eyes filling 
easily with tears of sympathy, when most others 
would have civilly suppressed a yawn of ennui. 

"Women," says Mdlle. Necker, "fill up the 
intervals of conversation and of life, like those 
down coverlids placed in packing-cases full of 
china; these duvits count for nothing, yet with- 
out them everything would be broken." 

Mrs. Caledon's mission in life was to be a duvet, 
and to keep sharp angles from meeting. 

In compliance with his old comrade's cordial 
invitation, Giuliani, at seven in the evening, was 
in the Caledons' drawing-room, in the Rue de 
Berri. 

A peculiarly juvenile old gentleman, accom- 
panied by an elderly lady, were the next arrivals. 

"Sir Mark," said the hostess, "allow me to 
introduce you to one of Colonel Caledon's oldest 
friends. Sir Mark Tufton — Mr. Giuliani." 
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Impossible not to remark, and, having remarked, 
not to meditate on, Sir Mark Tufton's youthful 
figure, in contrast to a face as lined as those of 
Michel- Angelo's Fates. He looked as though some 
draught he had taken of the elixir of youth had 
oaly been strong enough to act on his body — the 
contrary to what happened to the man in the 
Spanish story, whose head alone lived. The 
baronet's face had the thinness of that of a 
skeleton ; his blue eye was glazed, at times almost 
extinct. 

" Cruel and vain," thought Giuliani ; " a human 
tiger." 

Other guests followed in quick succession — 
among them some girls, who, seated on a divan 
as far from their elders as possible, chirped like 
newly-fledged birds to some young men standing 
before them. The girls were fair, rosy and 
puzzlingly similar in dress, manners and com- 
plexion. 

The young men all had a little turned-up 
moustache, hair parted down the middle, units 
sent forth in hundreds by fashionable tailors, 

tol. L . 2 
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hatters and bootmakers : the resemblance went 
farther than dress; their faces were without 
any individuality of expression, looking as if they 
had been all set in the same mould, having as 
much mobility as if they had been made of wood. 

They talked fluently, learnedly and sometime* 
pedantically. Heaven help the one who, in defi- 
ance of such wells of learning, ventured on a 
sharp original observation, which, being original, 
would necessarily be out of the daily beat of the 
hearers — out of their narrow, charmed circle. 
The bold adventurer would be met by a chilling 
silence, or put down by an authoritative rebuff, 
either check serving to denounce him as a pert 
idiot. 

As Giuliani listened to the conversation of these 
examples of the rising generation, of whom the 
majority were Parisians, as he contemplated their 
wooden, self-satisfied, half-ennuyed faces, he 
decided that among them the search would be 
vain for a dreamy, poetical Werther, with the 
luxuriant feults and virtues of youth ; those faults 
which, leaning to virtue's side, give promise of 
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generous ardour for a good cause, whenever the 
hour of action may arrive. He turned away 
with a sort of longing for the sight of one who 
belonged to another generation, of one who had 
loved and fought from heroic sympathy, for the 
sight of the old colonel's manly countenance, 
with its keen, impatient, grey eyes, and broad, 
humorous, benevolent mouth* The colonel was 
oscillating rapidly between window and window 
of his drawing-room, while into his wife's face, 
who was fluttering after him, a look of anxiety 
had stolen, which deepened almost into fear 
whenever she looked towards Sir Mark Tufton, 
whose ghastly eyes were fixed on the door, as if 
it had a spell for him. The conversation at the 
-ottoman died into whisperings, interrupted by 
giplish titterings, 

A solemn butler had twice reconnoitred the 
party assembled; on his second appearance Mrs. 
Caledon whispered to her husband, and having 
received some advice, the hostess, trying to smile, 
went to the young ladies. To some request there 
came an eager outburst of assent 

2—2 
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Passing by Giuliani, Mrs. Caledon stopped to 
explain her trouble. 

€t We are thirteen," she said ; " for that naughty 
Miss Tufton has failed me at the last, after pro- 
mising faithfully to be punctual. She knows 
Sir Mark would not sit down to table thirteen* 
for an empire. I am not sure he will think him- 
self safe with two of the girls at a side table." 

While Mrs. Caledon was still speaking, the 
folding doors opened, and a young lady glided 
in, as calm and smiling as if she did not know 
herself to be a delinquent 

She was dressed in some rich black silk, which, 
as she moved, showed glossy spots. A silver 
grey cloak, trimmed with swansdown, hung over 
her shoulders. Even at the first glimpse, Giu- 
liani thought her a miracle of loveliness. For 
the moment he lost sight of every other person 
in the room. Delicate, slight, but erect, and 
well poised, she looked tall without being so. 
Her hair was of that peculiar fairness which has 
the appearance of being slightly powdered with 
gold. Her eyebrows were narrow, smooth, and 
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darker by several shades than her hair, and so 
were the long lashes, that caused her blue eyes 
to look black by candle-light Her nose was 
singularly handsome, and her lips red and curved, 
closing well over small, white* regular teeth, 
which must have made any mouth pretty. 

The new arrival's beauty was enhanced and 
set off by an indescribable piquant air of fresh- 
ness about her whole person and dress. Every 
eye was fixed on her, she engrossed the silent 
attention of the thirteen persons she had thrown 
into embarrassment, without shewing the least 
symptom of shyness or of self-consciousness ; 
the smile on her face was puzzling; whoever 
remembers the Mona Lisa in the Louvre will 
have seen that sort of mysterious smile. 

Giuliani, to say the truth, after the first shock 
of her uncommon loveliness, gazed at her as he 
might have done at any charming actress; he 
almost felt inclined to applaud, when he saw her 
meet Sir Mark's furious grins with such intre- 
pidity. 

Colonel Caledon led the beautiful offender 
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into the dining-room, every ruffle cleared from 
Lis brow, and oat of his voice almost all the 
loudness and roughness vanished. The colonel 
was not ' above showing the lively enthusiasm 
he felt for beauty. 

The elderly lady, who had arrived with Sir 
Mark, and whom Mr. Giuliani had supposed to 
be Sir Mark's wife, was a Miss Crumpton, a 
distant connexion of the Tuftons, and considered 
by the baronet as a dependant, because he did 
not receive any share of her income of fifty 
pounds a* year,^but gave her board and lodging 
free, for the motherly care she bestowed on his 
orphan granddaughter. Miss Crumpton had an 
old-fashioned, ceremonious politeness, that made 
h$r strive earnestly through the long dinner, to 
induce the gentlemen on her right and left to 
become sociable; but the former was English, 
and not having been specially introduced to the 
latter, an Italian, could not be tempted into any 
informality. 

"The count speaks English as well as you or 
I," said Miss Crumpton^ to her stiff right-hand 
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neighbour. She believed every continental gentle- 
man to be a count " Doubtless/' turning to her 
left hand, " you have spent many years in Eng- 
land, sir?" 

"A couple of years, madam," was the reply, 
and Giuliani ready to laugh at the rank bestowed 
on him, thought of making a public disclaimer 
of any right to have his identity so muffled 
during his uncle's life. But he remembered ip ' 
time having once tried to undeceive Mrs. Cale- 
don herself, who, after listening, or apparently 
so, to his explanation, had on the very next 
occasion, lavished on him more "Monsieur le 
Comtes," than ever. 

So he now said to himself, t€ Allans done, comme 
ga leur plait, quHls s'en donneni de leur HriM? 

After dinner, as there were so many French 
present, the English custom of the gentlemen 
sitting over their wine after the ladies had left 
the table, was set aside, and all the guests 
passed together into the salon* 

Miss Tufton was immediately surrounded by 
every man in the room, with two exceptions; 
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Sir Mark, who, seating himself between two of the 
youngest girls, was very happy to be pelted by 
the pert answers elicited by his gallant speeches ; 
and Mr. Giuliani, who, as usual, was well cared 
for by his tender-hearted hostess. She carried 
on her conversation with him in the lachrymose 
tone generally used on state visits of condolence, 
ready to lead or follow him into discussions on 
" Suffering Italy.* 

But Giuliani steadily resisting all personal 
topics, Mrs. Caledon, driven to seek some other 
subject, asked him if he did not think Miss 
Tufton "the most lovely creature he had ever 
beheld.* 

He said quietly, "Yes.* 

" Do you put no more enthusiasm than that into 
your yea? I have no patience with the young 
men of the present day, lifting their lorgnons 
to examine a charming girl, as if she were 
merely a muslin dolL* 

" My admiration is warm and sincere.* 

"That's right Come and let me introduce 
you to her.* 
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" Thank you ; but I have a dread of all be- 
ginnings." 

ts You really puzzle me, Mr. Giuliani." 

"Have you never heard, Mrs. Caledon, that 
it is only on first meeting with a person that the 
judgment is unprejudiced, and that whatever the 
impression then received, it ought not to be 
slighted?" 

"You think her fantastical; but, poor dear, 
that is the effect of her education, and the odd 
life she has led with that queer miser, her grand- 
father. You must not be prejudiced against my 
little friend; she is not yet nineteen, remember. 
Ah, if you heard her sing, you would not be able 
to think ill of her." 

" Though my admiration should reach the 
highest pitch of intensity, still, believe me, we 
should never assimilate. Leave me to jenjoy 
the pleasure of the eye, which, in this case, is 
perfect" 

It is not easy to account for the persistence 
many people show in carrying out a matter which 
can be of no importance individually to them; 
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unless, indeed, their pertinacity proceeds from 
having met with opposition, or from an inability 
to rid themselves of the pressure of an idea until 
it has become action. Whether from one motive 
or other, or from being what country-folks pithily 
call "meddlesome," Mrs. Caledon went direct 
from Mr. Giuliani to Miss Tufton with a pro- 
posal of introducing the Italian to her, begin- 
ning at the same time a sort of sketch of his 
biography. 

€t I know all about your Lion, dear Mrs. Cale- 
don," said Lill Tufton, rather petulantly; K a 
silly youth, called Valentine Pbnsonby, has given 
me his history: an ungrateful country, lost illu- 
sions, a man [with a tragic complexion. Why 
didn't he come to our dance when I was so good 
as to ask him ?" 

u Question him yourself.'' 

" No, indeed ; that would be making him ima- 
gine himself of importance. Pray don't intro- 
duce him, I should never be able to think of 
anything wise enough to say; I have no political 
convictions " 
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She stopped suddenly. Giuliani was replying 
to one of the Englishmen, who, having been intro- 
duced to him by Colonel Caledon, was kindly 
endeavouring to put him, as an Italian, right, as 
to Italy's safest course, concluding with, — 

€S You will find I am right, sir ; our papers say 
just what I do." 

te Sir," replied Giuliani, * I have the temerity 
to differ from beginning to end from many English 
papers." 

t€ I like him!" exclaimed Lill; "I like people 
who speak out for themselves; besides, I like 
his voice ; it is a gentleman's. I judge of people's 
rank by their voices. Oh, yes, bring him here, 
by all means." 

Beautiftd eyes sparkling with welcome, lovely 
lips speaking welcome, generally are irresistible 
to men, even to the sourest of misogynists, if such 
creatures really exist The hermit of the Rue de 
Berlin, who feared " beginnings," because he knew 
they must be followed by inflexible, inevitable 
consequences, who was so sure of no possible 
assimilation between him and the beauty, was 
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neither stronger nor weaker than his neighbours 
when he came under such pleasant influences. 
In fact, as the lovely face turned itself ingenuously 
to his gaze, as the tones of a joyous voice caressed 
his ear, his own heart beats became fuller and 
faster. 

The conversation, if by such a dignified word 
it may be defined, consisted of short questions and 
answers ; but never had wit, good sense, or 
learning sounded so captivatingly to Giuliani: 
yet Lill was not so pleasant as usual. As she 
had said to Mrs. Caledon, she had heard of 
Giuliani from Valentine Ponsonby; and, besides 
his biography, having been told that he was a man 
of talent, Lill wished to shine before him, and gave 
way to a sarcasm not natural to her. It is so easy 
to be satirical, while it is so difficult to be witty. 
But beautiful eyes and sweet smiles have a way 
of their own of bribing men's judgment, and Lill's 
petulant gaieiy succeeded far better than Greek 
roots in banishing furrows and hard lines from 
Giuliani's forehead and mouth. 

Sir Mark's juvenile attentions and lively 
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repartee had, during the last quarter of an hour, 
gradually run down into gravity and silence, 
His head had acquired that tremulous motion 
which the electric current gives to trees before 
a tempest The girls on the divan watched these 
movements and signs of emotion with much the 
same half-alarm, half-amusement with which they 
would have looked at the demonstrations of agita- 
tion in a fierce inmate of one of the cages in 
the Zoological Gardens. Presently the baronet 
asked, — 

" Who is that Miss Tufton is talking to ?" 

"That is Mr. Giuliani, our Italian master," 
came in a breath from the two girls. "Oh, 
such a delightful man ; so clever, so unhappy, 
so 

" Italian master ! " ejaculated Sir Mark. 
"What's he here for?" 

"He is not a common master, I assure you, 
Sir Mark," answered Colonel Caledon's niece, 
Rose ; "he is only a master as Louis Philippe was 
when he was in exile. Mr. Giuliani is one of my 
uncle's dearest friends." 
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Sir Mark made no observation in return, but 
walked up to bis granddaughter. 

"The horses have been waiting an hour, Miss 
Tufton." 

Lill nodded, without interrupting her conver- 
sation. She was saying, — 

" I never thought of attending to the story of 
an opera. I have always supposed the plot of an 
opera much on a par with that of a ballet ; but 
this of Ernani must be interesting. Sir Mark, I 
should like to go and hear Ernani." 

Sir Mark lifted one foot, then the other, and 
made a noise like the ghost of stamping. 

"Come, come away:" and Sir Mark seized 
the young lady's hand, forcing her to rise; he 
must have been sufficiently violent, for he burst 
her glove. 

She extricated herself from the unkind grasp, 
and drew off her glove, throwing it on the* 
ground between herself and her grandfather; it 
was done as defiantly as though she had meant 
it as a gage of battle. She then turned to the 
Italian, — 
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€S Mr. Giuliani, would you be so very good — 
I am ashamed to trouble you — would you be so 
good as to secure a box for us the very first 
evening Ernani is played? Our address is 594, 
Champs Elys^es; and remember we expect you 
to be of our party. Good-night!" and she held 
out her ungloved hand, flashing with jewels. 

Foreigners are not accustomed to shaking hands 
with young ladies : Giuliani scarcely touched the 
beauty's dimpled fingers as he bowed long and 
law. 

She then allowed Sir Mark to trot off with her ; 
and Giuliani, as he followed them down stairs, 
fancied he heard several menacing snarls. 

No one had thought Miss Crumpton of sufficient 
consequence to be warned that her party were 
going away. In another minute a servant came 
hurrying to the placid spinster: she almost up- 
set Giuliani, who was on the stairs. Recovering 
his equilibrium, he courteously offered her his 
arm. 

"594, Mr. Giuliani," cried Lill, from within 
the carriage. 
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CHAPTER III. 
CONSEQUENCES OF BEGINNINGS. 

It is a pretty smart walk from the Rue de 
Berri to the Rue de Berlin, on a wintry night; 
nevertheless Giuliani found himself at his own 
door as if he had flown thither. There was elation 
in his every movement; he had had a sip of 
the waters of Lethe ; pity it had not been a 
cup-full, strong enough to last through the night. 
But the sight of the familiar instruments of his 
daily torture, the copy-books, pens and ink, 
would have sufficed to set the river of oblivion 
at defiance, without the aid of his writing-table 
drawer. It was open, because there was neither 
gold nor silver in it, to protect from thieves. 
Giuliani carried all he possessed of current coin 
in his waistcoat pocket, he had no overplus to 
make him fret, or keep him from sleep. Never- 
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theless, he slept that night as badly as any 
minister of finance who has the wealth of a 
nation in his keeping. 

The pupils who saw Giuliani well-dressed, calm, 
dignified, had no idea that the master about 
whom they gossiped, as girls will gossip, very 
often went without any other dinner than a 
piece of chocolate and a crust of bread. 

Not more courage had Giuliani shown on the 
field of battle, than he did in his daily combat 
with life in the pleasant capital of France. No 
living soul had ever heard a lament or a request 
for help issue from those sharply-cut lips. Rent, 
taxes, clothing, fuel, food; serious items these, 
to be met by the two or three francs thought 
sufficient for a lesson of Italian ; and what mean 
haggling too, as to that particular half-crown to 
be paid for it ! It is not only by looking behind 
the scenes of a theatre, that pleasant illusions 
are lost. What contemptible tricks are daily 
played in the behind scenes of every-day life, 
to permit of a little more external show, a little 
more dash than our next-door neighbour ! 
vol. i. 3 
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There is yet something else to be added to 
the list of * refugee's expenses— charity to fellow 
exiles, who can teach nothing, but how to five 
on a straw a day* 

But why? somebody will ask here. Why 
should a man, so well born, and so rich in in- 
tellectual gifts as Mr. Giuliani, stick in the 
Slough of Despond, which teaching is? Ah! 
why indeed, have so many illustrious exiles (a 
long line, from Dionysius of Syracuse, down to 
the noble-minded Manin), demanded a scanty 
subsistence from tuition? For this simple rea- 
son, that they had no other choice. Be a man's 
attainments ever so great, they are of small 
avail towards his turning an honest penny out 
of the natural sphere of their exercise. But 
imagine a man, hurled by victorious force into 
a foreign land, too proud to accept relief from 
governments or committees, with no friends, no 
patronage, and no disposition to solicit any. What 
is left to that man, but to bring into the market 
his knowledge of mathematics, music, or lan- 
guages — that which he knows best? Thus it 
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was that Giuliani had advertised for lessons, as 
a matter of necessity. He did not court it — a 
hard fate ! for his was the belief, right or wrong, 
that the humblest calling might be made honour- 
able by the manner of discharging it. 

New and more brilliant openings had, in course 
of time, offered themselves to him. Newspapers 
and periodicals requested political and literary 
contributions, and he gave them willingly. His 
articles were highly praised, but they were con- 
sidered too strict, too unbending; he must modify 
here, suppress there, soothe, dilute, flatter; in 
short, substitute other people's tastes and views 
for his own tastes and views. A man all of one 
piece as he was, of course flatly refused this 
advice, and there was an end of his career as 
a man of letters. This experience had served 
to reconcile him to his modest avocation as a 
teacher ; he held it to be the only one consistent, 
under his circumstances, with independence and 
self-respect None other, moreover, could half 
so well, satisfy that morbid craving for obscurity, 
which is the supremest boon to wounded hearts. 

3— a 
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His life brightened from the day when his lucky 
star guided a youth named Valentine Ponsonby, 
at that period meditating a visit to Rome, to his 
attic. 

The new pupil insisted on introducing his 
master to his mother and sister. Not the most 
sickly susceptibility ever did or could withstand 
the cheering presence of the youth's mother. 
Despondency and fear fled before Lady Pon- 
sonby, as darkness flies at the approach of genial 
light. Her sunny smile penetrated into the 
dimmest corners of a benighted heart; the imps 
of bitterness there ensconced had to pack up 
their baggage and depart. When Lady Ponsonby 
rang at Mr. Giuliani's door-bell, and stood be- 
fore him in the middle of his laboratory of hard 
work and deprivation, he felt, as he himself 
expressed it, as if proved by the touch of Ithu- 
riel's spear — with her he was his true self. 

The recollection of this benignant friend re- 
stored tranquillity enough to the Italian, to permit 
of his handling his clouded cane with a steady 
hand, as he sallied forth on his daily rounds the 
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morning after Colonel Caledon's dinner-party. 
Yes, at the worst he had a harbour of refuge: 
he had certainly never yet applied to Lady 
Ponsonby for a pecuniary loan, but he was sure 
she was a friend, even including her purse. 
However, he would only ask her when every 
other attempt had failed. His watch was at this 
present moment reposing in some of the yawn- 
ing caverns of the Mont-de-fidt^ ; pledged in 
order that an old Italian of gentle birth, an 
exile for conscience' sake, might have a whole 
suit of clothes on his back when he entered on 
the situation of a sweeper-out of a house of 
business. His books indeed ! those trusty feres ! 
Giuliani shook his head, they would have been 
a useless sacrifice ; the mass of them would 
not have brought a sufficient sum •to secure for 
Miss Tufton the use of an opera box for one 
night. There was nothing for it, but to solicit 
some payments of lessons long overdue. 

Shrinking inwardly as though about to commit 
a shabby action, Giuliani made his several applica- 
tions. It is very strange how delicate-minded 
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people, when asking for their money, do so with 
a timidity that would better suit the debtors, 
who boldly negative the request as though it 
were an insult He was not the man to obtain 
his money, and returned to his lodging as poor 
as he left it; nevertheless irrevocably resolved 
that he would fulfil pretty Miss Tufton's com- 
mission. He did specially wish to please her, 
but more specially wish that she should remain 
ignorant of his difficulty in doing so : he felt as 
if he would rather have committed a crime, 
than meet her wondering smile at any explana- 
tion of his poverty. 

This was Saturday — Lady Ponsonby always 
received on Saturday evenings those of her 
friends who would take the trouble to go to 
her. He would strive to be the first arrival, 
so as to have his mind relieved, and be able as 
usual to enjoy the charm her ladyship diffused 
around her. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

INCEPIT VITA NOVA. 

Befokb mid-day on Monday morning Miss Tufton 
received an envelope, containing the coupon of 
a private box at the Italian Opera for the follow* 
ing evening. She was as pleased as a child with 
a new bauble. Mr. Giuliani was a delightful, 
kind man, so quiet and unobtrusive: she did 
really believe that the best people were the most 
reserved. 

Miss Grumpton, to whom these remarks were 
made, tried to pitch her answers to the height of 
LilTs tone, but failed; for the young lady ex- 
claimed, petulantly, — 

" What's the matter now, Crummie ? It's very 
strange I can never have a pleasure, but some 
one damps it" 

*'My dear, I am as delighted as you can be 
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about tho box, and I consider this Italian gentle- 
man, I assure you, a most agreeable person; 
but " 

" Well, as there is a ' but ' — must be a ' but ' in 
the case, take courage, Crummie, and out with it" 

" Sir Mark, what will he say ?" 

"Nothing pleasant or polite, that's certain; 
however, he heard me make the request, and if 
he had meant to interfere, he would have done 
so before this. O Crummie, 'sufficient for the 
day is the evil thereof.' Do, like a good soul, 
let me enjoy myself this once. ' I never felt 
happy about a play before. I am going to write 
a note to my slave Valentine, to ask him to bring 
me his copy of Ernani this evening. I know he 
has the whole opera, for he was raving about 
Ernani involami the last time I saw him. I want 
to know the music beforehand*" 

Miss Crumpton either was, or seemed to be, 
deep in the mysteries of a crochet pattern. She 
nevertheless heard Lill's pen gliding rapidly over 
the paper, and the anxious look in the old lady's 
face deepened. 
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" There ; it is done ; and admire my diplomatic 
talent I have asked Master Valentine to join 
our party to-morrow, and to tell Mr. Giuliani I 
expect him to meet us at the great entrance of 
the Salle Ventadour." 

The beauty rang the bell, and desired the foot- 
man to carry the note to its address. A minute 
or two afterwards Sir Mark entered the room 
where the ladies were, The Times in his hand, 
and his gold spectacles on his nose. Sir Mark 
must, indeed, have been excited to make his 
appearance in glasses, for even with his grand- 
daughter he strove to maintain a show of juve- 
nility. 

" Where have you sent Joseph, Miss Tufton ? * 
" To Mr. Ponsonby, to ask for the music of 
the opera otErnani" 

" Why cannot you buy it for yourself ?" 
" You know very well that I have no money." 
"On the contrary, I am persuaded you have 
plenty ; at least, you give orders as if you had." 

Sir Mark was examining, as he said this, the 
coupon of the opera box. 
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Lill shrugged her shoulders, and walked to one 
of the windows. Sir Mark now turned to Miss 
Crumpton. 

"Can you oblige me by lending me forty 
francs?" he asked, in his most suave voice. 

"Certainly, Sir Mark," said Miss Crumpton, 
with hurried glibness, taking out her purser 
"only,— oh dear! I am very sorry, Sir Mark, 
.but I have not more than, let me see " count- 
ing some few pieces of silver. 

"Never mind, never mind," said Sir Mark, 
good-humouredly; "it's that fool Joseph being 
out of the way, or I would not have troubled 
you. I was about to send him to the bank." 

Lill had turned to look at the pair: she now 
burst into an irrepressible, clear, ringing laugh. 
Miss Crumpton looked aghast; but Sir Mark 
joined in his granddaughter's merriment as he 
left the room. 

"What a wicked old man that is!" cried Lill. 
" How slyly he managed to find out that you had 
no money. He is quite happy at the thought of 
having made us both thoroughly uncomfortable." 
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"I guessed he would not pay for that box," 
said Miss Crumpton, disconsolately ; " and now 
what are we to do? for here is all I have — 
twenty francs, and my next payment not due for 
a month." 

" He will give me money some day or other, 
he must, 19 said Lill. 

"Mr. Giuliani ought to be paid at once, my 
dear girl; he is quite a stranger, and — and I 
suspect he is poor ; he is only an Italian master, 
you know." 

Lill grew very red. 

" Dear good old woman, you are right, as you 
always are. I know what I will do ; I will sell 
some of my bracelets and rings. I wonder what 
a box costs. Crummie, let us go at once." 

" And if Sir Mark comes to know what you 
have done?" 

" He dare not kill me ; and my thoughtlessness 
shall not be the cause of annoyance to any one 
who has done me a kindness. Old pet, you shall 
not come with me; you shall be innocent of my 
offence. I'll take Ruth. It is of no use arguing, 
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cousin Crump ton; [I won't let you have a share 
in my punishment Could any human being who 
saw us — saw me — dressed as I am, surrounded by 
these useless fiddle-faddles'* (pointing to tables 
covered, with a profusion of expensive nic- 
nacs) — could any one believe that I can never 
command a penny ? If almsgiving is to help one 
to Heaven, Sir Mark and I may make pretty 
sure that we shall not even get a foot in there." 

"My dear girl, the fault is not yours; you 
have the warmest and most generous heart that 
ever beat" 

"Dear cousin!" and Lill kneeled down by the 
old lady's side, fixing on her, eyes so radiant with 
honest affection, that Miss Crumpton may be 
forgiven if she were always ready to roast the 
old world to warm Lill. " Dear cousin," went on 
Lill, "what virtue or grace do you think I am 
wanting in?" 

Lill sighed. 

Miss Crumpton had never before heard a sigh 
from her lovely charge. 

" Do not fret yourself, my dear ; I'll take the 



INCIPIT VITA NOVA. 45 

whole business on myself, and borrow the money 
from Mrs. Caledon." 

"You do not, I hope, think I am sighing 
about my trinkets ; no indeed, cousin, I was sigh- 
ing at a glimpse I caught of my own inner 
self, and it shows me that I do care about 
luxury. I revel in what the Catechism calls the 
pomps and vanity of life; silks, satins, flowers, 
jewels, perfumes, carriages, idleness, and no 
contact with common people : I enjoy even the 
playing at being rich; for after, all, but for 
Sir Mark, I. should have to beg, or work, or 
starve." 

Lill stopped out of breath and flushed by her 
confession. 

" You exaggerate," 'said Miss Crumpton, 
placidly, and putting a pin to mark her place 
in her crochet pattern. S€ I believe we all prefer 
being comfortable to uncomfortable." 

" Very despicable of us if we do, at the expense 
of our self-respect," returned Lill, quickly. " I 
am a mass of contradictions; I had rather be 
a stock or a stone than the victim of that old 
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man's tyrannical, capricious treatment I hate 
myself for submitting to be decked out and 
paraded as I am, just as a sultan's slave might 
be, and yet " 

" What alternative have you, my dear ? " 

* Keep a little mercery shop, and in the even- 
ing sit in its cozy back parlour, you and I, and 
have such capital tea and nice buttered toast; 
a good novel for me, while you were counting 
over our daily gains. I saw something of the 

sort one day when we were shopping in X , 

and I thought then that old woman and girl 
were happier than either of us, cousin Crumpton. 
However, I daresay it would not be better than 
any other reality, — and poverty ! " 

Lill had been laughing while she spoke, but 
she added gravely enough, — 

" Poverty ! I am afraid of being poor." 

" Ay ! and no wonder, poor thing." 

" Yes, I hate money, hate that continual want 
of it, and reverence for it," continued Lill, more 
to herself than to her chaperone. "Evil com- 
munication will do its bad work on me ; I don't 
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believe I should feel the same horror and disquiet 
now, which I felt two years ago, when, while 
I was reading Shakspeare, my grandfather's voice* 
gloating over his per-cents., came mingling with 
what I read." 

Lill's bitter words were the mere expression 
of the feeling of the moment, a cry of sudden 
pain. She wiped away some stray tears un- 
observed by the industrious Miss Crumpton. 

"Now, away with all gloom," she exclaimed* 
" I shall be off to get money to pay this good- 
natured Mr. Giuliani, and to-morrow night I 
will enjoy myself if I never do so again." 

Before dinner Lill handed to Miss Crumpton 
five hundred francs. 

"Gracious me, my dear !" cried the old lady 
in alarm, " that is far more than necessary for 
an opera box. What have you sold ? " 

"Oh, a heap of things I was tired of. If it 
is too much for the box, we will give what re- 
mains to some poor person." 

"Lill, do promise to be more prudent; you 
must indeed." 
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" Thank you, cousin, for trying to be authori- 
tative, but I cannot promise, for I should forget 
just at the critical moment. One good comes 
of this evil As long as I have a trinket I can 
foil Sir Mark's meanness." 

"It makes me tremble to think what would 
be the consequence if Sir Mark found out this 
business." 

" He made his poor wife tremble ; and I dare- 
say my poor father and mother also ; I do not 
know whether he could make me tremble; I 
can only fancy being alarmed at the anger of 
a person I loved. We shall see." 

Lill was in her wildest spirits that evening. 
Valentine Ponsonby brought her the music of 
Ernani; she undertook to sing all the female 
parts, forcing Valentine, who had very little 
voice, and was timid to excess before Sir Mark, 
to sing Ernani's and Silva's songs. Sir Mark, 
morose and despotic as was his normal state in 
his domestic circle, was for a while charmed out 
of himself by Lill's singing. The voice could 
not be spoiled by the lively caricature of her 
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manner. She travestied the tragical situations as 
gracefully as wildly: it was the novice laugh 
ing at, and playing with deadly tools. 

To LilPs and Miss Crumpton's astonishment, 
Sir Mark's good humour was unabated the next 
day. He even advised some change in the flowers 
in his grand-daughter's hair, which, as his taste 
was universally acknowledged to be exquisite as 
to woman's dress, the young lady acceded to. 

" Little demon!" he ejaculated, as he himself 
handed her into the carriage. " How bravely she 
bears herself! It's not much wonder she fools 
pleasures out of men." 

It was the hour when artisans and workmen 
were leaving work : maijy of them were attracted 
to stand still and watch the ladies get into the 
smart equipage. Hardworking, toil-stained men 
they were ; but most of them intelligent critics 
as to ladies and their carriages. There was a 
harmony between Lill's youth, loveliness and 
attire which pleased these spectators; but Miss 
Crumpton, unshapely and grey-haired, in a cap 
with bright roses, had an undue share of sneers. 

vol. I. 4 
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As Lill leaned back on the soft cushions, wrapped 
in cashmere, she said, — 

"How astonished that bricklayer, who stared 
at ns so insolently, would be if I explained my 
situation to him; told him, in fact, that I am 
poorer than he is, for I could not gain my daily 
bread!" 

" You should not look at these sort of people, 
Lill, it is imprudent — dangerous; these Trench 
are a cruel race." 

Lill did not continue the subject ; she dreaded 
tears and quotations from the book published by 
the Valet Cl^ry, describing the sufferings of 
Louis XVL and Marie Antoinette, and which 
was one of the few books Miss Crumpton had read 
from beginning to end. Nevertheless, Lill could 
not banish from her thoughts the ironical expres- 
sion of those workmen's faces ; it had ruffled her 
composure, and, at the same time, astonished her. 
She had hitherto felt so secure of being only an 
object of respect and wonder to the poor. She 
now received one of the many accidental impres- 
sions which get up a battle with one another every 
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now and then in our minds, and which, while 
their contrary influences render us riddles to our- 
selves, conduct us to our destiny. 

But the Tufton carriage has entered the line of 
other equipages waiting to set down fair opera- 
goers, and Lill comes back to her own special 
world again. 

While yet a long way off, Giuliani perceived 
Lill, and that not a passer-by but turned to gaze 
again at the beautiful English girl. He could 
see that she was so busily reconnoitring for some 
one, as to be quite unconscious of the notice she 
attracted. A glow of pleasure warmed his heart 
when the sudden lighting up of her eyes, as her 
glance fell on him, showed it was himself she had 
been seeking. 

How was Giuliani, any more than the brick- 
layer, to guess that this brilliant creature, sur- 
rounded by all the appurtenances of wealth, was 
so unaccustomed to any kindly attention to her 
wishes, as to have magnified a common act of cour- 
tesy into one of real kindness ? How was he to 
imagine that this sylph, in celestial blue silk, had 

4—2 
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been as troubled as himself to find the necessary 
number of francs to pay for the opera box; that 
the only difference between their cases was, that 
she had trinkets to pawn, and no Lady Ponsonby 
to assist her. 

No one comprehends the other's situation in 
this world. 

It was a gala evening at the Italian ; every 
box was full; every stall occupied — the pit 
crammed. Many who could not find seats were 
lounging in the corridors and alleys. The curtain 
was still down, and every man in pit or stall 
was standing with his back to the stage, his double 
lorgnon levelled at the loges dicouvertes, wonder- 
ing from whence had so suddenly congregated 
such a distracting splendour of eyes, lips, hair, 
teeth, as he saw there. It seemed as if every 
young and beautiful woman in Paris had agreed 
on a rendezvous to dispute the palm of beauty. 
Not one of the lovely creatures there feared the 
flood of light falling on her from the great and 
little lustres', vivid lightning glances flashed 
round; cheeks flushed, and lips smiled provok- 
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ingly back to the burning gaze directed to 
them. 

The box into which Giuliani — resisting the 
longing to offer Miss Tufton his arm — led the 
chaperone, was one behind the loges ddcouvertes, 
really a private box in its literal sense, few glances, 
in comparison, penetrating within. Perhaps for 
an instant the English beauty felt disappointed, 
as she leaned forward to look at the house, that 
she was not one of that dazzling circle ; but she 
smiled very pleasantly when Giuliani, who had 
seen the fair face cloud, hoped he had not mis- 
taken her wishes. 

The opera of Ernani, as probably every one 
knows, is founded on Victor Hugo's Hernani, so 
famous as the first piece played at the Th^&tre 
Frangais, in which the classic unities were set 
aside — the first play in which the scenery was 
changed, an innovation that had convulsed all 
literary Paris. 

Verdi's music was in its greatest vogue on the 
night in question; and at the first tap of the 
conductor's stick, there was a volte-face in pit 
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and stalls; opera glasses prepared to mark the 
time, and only one or two ardent devotees kept 
their eyes on the loges ddcouvertes. From the 
first note to the last of the music of Ernani, there 
is [in it the unmistakable accent of deep passion; 
it keeps every fibre of the heart vibrating, every 
nerve quivering. 

Her arm resting on the dark red velvet of the 
cushion of the front of the box, her chin in her 
hand, her eyes fixed, her lips half-open, Lill did 
more than listen, she drank in each enchanting 
sound. Giuliani, to whom Ernani was a fbui> 
fold told tale, now listened with a passionate 
rapture and vehemence of emotion nearer to pain 
than pleasure. Those who have not heard such 
music in the company of one loved, or about to 
be loved, know not as yet all the irresistible power 
of music. 

Two or three times when the melody was 
most tender, or the harmony most entrancing — 
and what other than Italian music ever so entirely 
sounds the depths of human feeling? — Lill turned 
to Giuliani in search of sympathy; and to him 
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it seemed as if he read through those clear eyes 
into her soul. As he sat contemplating her, the 
first impression she had made on him vanished. 
Her manners and habits were those of the world 
she lived in; but beneath all, he felt sure, lay hid 
a deep sensibility. It was a happiness hitherto 
unknown, that with which Giuliani felt Lill's arm 
resting on his, as they left the box. He had quite 
forgotten his former respectful attention to Miss 
Crumpton. The crowd pressed her closer to 
him ; he seemed never to have lived till then. 

" Ah, what a delightful evening ! " said Lill, as 
he handed her into the carriage; "how much 
obliged I am to you, Mr. Giuliani !;" 

She did not speak again for some time after the 
carriage drove off; she was singing in a whisper, 
Ernani involamL She stopped, and said abruptly, 

" Cojisin, did you remember to pay Mr. 
Giuliani ?" 

"Yes, indeed; but, Lill, I could not induce 
him to let me pay for the whole box; he said 
that the half was his affair, and Mr. Ponsonby's." 

" I was sure there would be a blunder ! How 
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vexatious! and that stupid Valentine! * Lill stopped, 
laughed, and added, " How unjust I am, wreak- 
ing my vengeance on the weak! I must never 
ask Mr. Giuliani to do commission? for me again." 
And then she nestled her head into the downy 
cushions of the carriage, closed her eyes, and 
plunged into reveries about Elvira, the Dona Sol 
of the tragedy, and Ernani. The young lady's 
thoughts, confused and indistinct as thoughts are 
where one has a perception of thinking at once 
of two or three subjects as wide apart as the 
two poles; might be summed up as deciding 
that for the sake of so heroic and exclusive a 
lover as Ernani, death itself would be welcome. 
The very young, for whom life has more 
pleasures than sorrows, are nevertheless always 
the most willing to die. They may be said to 
enjoy a sad story. The scene on the terrace, 
those marvellously tender accents of love, stirred 
Lill's heart, and sent her to bed enthusiastically 
devoted to Ernani, to a fantastic unknown Ernani, 
not at all invested with the features of any one 
she had ever seen. 
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Giuliani and Valentine smoked their cigars 
as they walked homewards. 

tc Who would have suspected you," said Valen- 
tine, " of being chosen a squire of dames ? " 

" Nothing too strange for your country women 
to do," answered the Italian. " One may expect 
from them all that is exquisite, delicate, and 
charming, and just the contrary." 

Valentine's next speech was interrogative. 

€€ She is very beautiful, is she not ? " 

"Very." 

" Like a sylph or fairy," went on Valentine ; 
" she makes me understand the ravings of poets 
about beauty." 

" Precisely so," said Giuliani. 

And thus the dialogue continued, diffuse on 
the one side, concise on the other. 

Once safe in the solitude of his attic, Giuliani 
gave the rein to his sensations. Again the sweet 
sounds of the music came to his ear, dying away 
into unearthly melody ; with closed eyes he again 
saw Lill, now listening, now seeking his sym- 
pathy; he saw her bright fair head, framed as 
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it were in the crimson drapery, saw the slender 
rounded arm, smelt the perfume of the rare 
flowers she carried in her hand. 

Giuliani slept little that night and dreamed 
a great deaL When he got up the next morn- 
ing he ought to have said to himself: "This 
day I begin a new life." On the contrary, he 
resolved more strenuously than ever not to deviate 
for the future by a hair's breadth, from his 
monotonous course of life ; solitude, or rather re- 
tirement, was his safeguard. His judgment told 
him he had been rightjto avoid society — it had 
not one temptation, but a legion, for men in his 
position; he had need of all his self-possession 
to gain his livelihood. Hope or desire of change 
would not do for him. 
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CHAPTER V. 

PLAN OF ATTACK ON THE HERMIT OF THE 
RUE DE BERLIN. 

" Now tell me something about Mr. Giuliani, 
Colonel Caledon. Who is Mr. Giuliani ?" ques- 
tioned Miss Tufton some two or three days after 
the evening at the opera. 

"To answer you categorically, Miss Tufton, 
he is the only son of my late good friend the 
Cavaliere Giuliani, of the counts of that name. 
When his uncle dies this Giulio Giuliani will 
have a right to both title and estates. But 
unless matters change considerably in Italy, I 
doubt much that his situation would be bettered 
by the count's death." 

€t Why does his uncle allow him to be all 
Italian master?" 

" Because he is too egotistically timid to risk an 
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iota of his own safety or tranquillity in behalf 
of any living creature. Since the Cavaliere's 
death I know that there has been no communi- 
cation between the uncle and the proscribed 
nephew ; for even Giuliani's request for some 
account of his father's property was left unan- 
swered. To the demand, however, for an explan- 
ation made by a notary, the reply was clear 
enough — that the cavaliere had spent all he had 
on his foolish schemes during his lifetime, and 
that the count did not intend to continue to his 
nephew the liberality he had shown to his 
brother. There was no alternative, Miss Tufton, 
but beggary or work. Poor fellow ! I remember 
him a little lad, with an arm and hand scarcely 
larger than yours, fighting by his father's side, 
always with eyes on the watch, as if he would 
take all the shots and bayonet thrusts to him- 
self." 

" How hard he looks now, as if he had never 
known what it was to be a child!" observed Lill, 
the brightness of her face dimmed by the images 
called up by the Colonel's story. 
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€S Well, I allow he has a stiff character, but it 
is of good material." 

" Miss Tufton," said Mrs. Caledon, " why 
don't you take some lessons from him ? if you 
set the fashion, you might make his fortune." 

" Oh, dear Mrs. Caledon, I have not the least 
turn for learning lessons." 

" But perhaps you have for doing a kind 
action; and I am sure you might be of real 
benefit to Giuliani. He is the sort of person to 
starve with dignity." 

"How can you put such horrible ideas into 
one's head? A gentleman starving in our very 
sight!" exclaimed Lill impetuously. She had 
suddenly remembered that to satisfy her whim 
she had made Giuliani pay for an opera ticket, 
and it gave her a spasm of remorse, the cause 
of which, had it been known to her listeners, 
would have made her vehemence natural. 

Lill's manner was accused generally, and not 
unjustly so, of levity ; it was the mask both of 
the diffidence and the strong feelings she was 
too proud to show. Masters and governesses 
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had made her accomplished; Nature had gifted 
her with quick intelligence; but her education 
had left her character thoroughly undisciplined. 
She acted first and thought afterwards; some- 
times manifesting the simplicity and candour of 
a child, at other moments displaying a per- 
spicacity that completely effaced the favourable 
impression made by her artlessness, the which 
forthwith received condemnation, as assumed. 
The perpetual contrasts of her moods and man- 
ners had earned for her much of the severity 
with which she was judged. It was the penalty 
she paid for keeping her judges in suspense as 
to what she was. Her best friends declared, 
u She must always be in one scrape or anpther." 
Lill herself used to say, ts Do what I will, people 
will always see some evil in it. I wish I had 
a glass window to my heart, that my motives 
might be seen; but no, it doesn't matter after 
all." Such a speech as this would of course be 
made after she had been wounded to the quick 
by some misconstruction of her action or her 
meaning. 



t 



THE HERMIT OF THE BUE DE BERLIN, 63 

Lill had never had a maternal wing to shelter 
her from the inclemencies of a world she fancied 
she knew thoroughly at eighteen, while, poor 
child, she scarcely ever got a glimpse of reality 
for the tremulous, translucent light of imagi- 
nation, through which she viewed all things. 
Miss Crumpton, living so close to Lill, had indeed 
acquired an idea, though a very misty one, that 
a romancer was to be dreaded in her, whom 
others esteemed only to be a pretty worldling. 
Lill was really alarmingly impressible, both as 
to moral and physical influences. What she 
was in the atmosphere of Sir Mark, would be 
the opposite to what she would be in that of 
Lady Ponsonby, or any one like her ladyship. 
It seemed to most of those who knew her that 
she was either obstinate or yielding, gay or 
violent, from -mere caprice. This supposition it 
was which brought her the chilling rebuffs she 
met, when after some terrible outbreak or re- 
bellion she sought to be forgiven by the most 
passionate repentance. Her nurse was one of 
the few who believed in Lill's goodness, though 
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even she expressed her opinion by the proverb, 
"Miss Tufton is one that will either make a 
spoon or spoil a horn." 

This startlish, high-blooded, generous young 
mortal, quite unable to guide herself along the 
highways of life, in great want of snaffle and 
curb, was about to throw herself violently into 
Mr. Giuliani's existence, and to make a terrible 
and irreparable confusion there. She set about 
it in this way — as usual, doing wrong, under 
the conviction she was doing something vastly 
right. 

On the same day on which she had had the fore- 
going conversation with Colonel and Mrs. Caledon 
about Mr. Giuliani, when left tete-a-tete after dinner 
with Miss Crumpton, she began thus, — 

"Crummie, I have a plan in my head; now 
do please put away your crochet, and listen 
to me." 

" Just wait till I am at the end of my row, my 
dear : if I lose my place, I shall never find it 
again." 

After five minutes Miss Crumpton obediently 
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laid aside her work, and settled herself as an 
auditor. 

"First of all," said Lill, "remember you are 
to make no objections. I have thought over 
everything, and I am quite determined, Crummie." 
" Very well, my love." 

"I am going to have lessons in Italian of Mr. 
Giuliani," said Lill, abruptly, to hide, perhaps, 
her expectation of opposition. 

"Have you spoken on the subject to Sir 
Mark?" 

" No, Crummie, and I am not going to speak 
to him; — there — there, do not interrupt me; I 
have all my plans traced out in my head. How 
much is there left of the money I gave you the 
other day?" 

" Every franc, except what I paid for our opera 
tickets." 

"Then every franc shall go for lessons in 
Italian. It is the only way I have of making up 
to Mr. Giuliani for my stupid thoughtlessness. 
He is a gentleman, as well born as we are, though 
he is poor enough to be obliged to teach. Mrs. 
vol. I. 5 
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Caledon says lie only gets three francs a lesson, 
and I made him spend the price of half-a-dozen 
lessons for my amusement — I am so heedless. 
Crummie, instead of being in danger of starva- 
tion here, he might be living like a nobleman 
in Italy, if he would renounce his political prin- 
ciples." 

"Very sad indeed, Lill!" 

"Very glorious, you mean, cousin Crumpton. 
Are you not always raving and tearing your hair 
about the sublimity of the French emigrants, who 
lived by dressing hair and salads ? " 

"For the love of their own legitimate king, 
my dear : it was the sacrifice made in behalf of 
their affection for the Bourbons, that I so admire. 
I hate republicans ; and, as far as I can under- 
stand, that is what these Italian refugees are. I 
do know something about them, my dear." 

"No, you don't, Crummie. The Italians are 
not all of them republicans; but they all want 
to get rid of those horrid Austrians. Mrs. Cale- 
don explained the matter to me ; and if the French 
were in England, I suppose yon would not con^ 
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sider it a crime if we tried to turn them out ; « 
however, that has nothing to do with my present 
plan. I never have done any good to any one 
in my life, and now I am going to try to do 
some. I shall have lessons from Mr. Giuliani." 

The young beauty spoke authoritatively, but 
she looked pleadingly at her chaperone. 

"I can't think how you are to manage with 
Sir Mark'," said Miss Crumpton, yielding to her 
imperative, loving and lovely darling. 

"But, Crummie, suppose he never knows of 
it till too late. I mean to wait till he goes to 
England to receive his dear dividends; he will 
go directly after New Year's Day, and then I'll 
begin my lessons. I dare say we shall have a 
fight when he comes back ; but he won't be able 
to prevent what's done. I shall pay in advance, 
you know ; so Mr. Giuliani will benefit, even if 
the lessons are stopped. There now, Crummie, 
you see it's all nicely arranged, so don't look dis- 
mayed. If I have never minded Sir Mark's rage 
when I was wrong, it's not likely I shall do so 
when I am sure I am right." 

5-h 
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CHAPTER VI. 

DIFFERENT IMPRESSIONS. 

A week before Christmas the English in Paris 
got up a bazaar for the benefit of their poor 
countrymen. Lady Ponsonby, Giuliani's friend, 
had been persuaded to allow her name to be 
put down among the patronesses, of whom Mrs. 
Caledon was also one. Miss Tufton had con- 
sented to have a stall with Miss Crumpton for 
chaperone, but no earthly power could have in- 
duced Alicia, Lady Ponsonby's only daughter, 
to undertake any similar office. 

At this bazaar took place what Valentine had 
so long striven to accomplish, that is, the intro- 
duction of his goddess to his mother and sister. 

Lady Ponsonby was difficult of access to the 
rich, the fashionable, and the gay ; the habits of 
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the children of fortune jarred with hers, and 
having been once in her life nearly mentally 
suffocated by the despotism of custom, she had 
ever afterwards retained a nervous dread of slip- 
ping again under such a yoke. What she had 
hitherto heard of Sir Mark, had made her strenu- 
ously avoid complying with Valentine's wish, that 
she should call on Miss Tufton. But within 
the last week or two, both she and Alicia had 
become more and more curious to see Sir Mark's 
granddaughter. 

"That is Miss Tufton, I suppose," said Lady 
Ponsonby to Valentine, as they were making the 
tour of the bazaar ; " she reminds me of a rosebud 
sparkling with dew. I never saw anything more 
fresh and fair." 

Lill certainly had not overheard these words 
of admiration, but as her eyes met those of Lady 
Ponsonby, she smiled. The old lady and the 
young one were immediately drawn towards each 
other ; any formal introduction was scarcely 
needed between them. Valentine was in the 
seventh heaven of contentment. But the same 
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magnet that forcibly attracts one object fails with 
another. Alicia examined Lill with curiosity — 
a curiosity that had something of disquiet in it. 
She received a deep and lasting impression of 
LilPs beauty and grace; she even exaggerated 
both to herself; her sensations were profounder 
than the occasion seemed to warrant, while LilPs 
observations as to her> were merely that she was 
not half so agreeable-looking as Lady Ponsonby. 
By some unaccountable association of ideas, as 
Alicia looked at Lill, these lines of Coleridge sprang 
out of her memory, — 

" Her lips were red, her looks were free, 
Her locks were yellow as gold, 
Her flesh made the still air cold." 

And yet Lill might have been taken for the 
very impersonation of glee ; it would have been 
considered an absurdity had Alicia mentioned 
to any one the lines the sight of the beauty had 
called to her recollection, and which kept up a 
ding-dong in her ear. . "Spirit of youth and 
delight," Miss Tufton was deemed by everybody 
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else present, one whose mere presence would 
chase away any thought of the tragedies of 
life. 

After this, visits were exchanged between the 
Ponsonbys and Tuftons, and a general invitation 
given to the latter for Lady Ponsonby's Saturday 
evenings. 

" A poor set your new friends, Miss Tufton,* 
said Sir Mark, after a reference to his baronetage ; 
"that old ruin, the Priory, at Bloomfield, you 
recollect, in the next parish to ours, belongs to 
the young baronet It's to be hoped he'll bring 
back some rupees with him from India. I wonder 
why the old lady has fixed herself in Paris? The 
daughter is a dumpy — dresses abominably, with- 
out any style ; but she has a good line of face, 
and a pair of uncommon fine dark eyes of her 
own. Dark eyes, Miss Tufton, I must confess I 
prefer to blue ones. I think I shall cultivate 
Miss Ponsonby's acquaintance." 

Whenever Sir Mark assumed the airs of a 
conquering hero, he invariably provoked a retort 
from Lill. 
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" I think it would answer capitally," said she, 
laughing. 

"What do you mean by that?" asked Sir Mark, 
after a second of silence. 

"That Miss Ponsonby is more of an age to 
suit you than your last flirt, Rose Caledon. I 
am sure your taking a fancy to some one else 
would be an immense relief to poor Rose, Sir 
Mark." 

Sir Mark, who had been lolling at full length 
on a sofa, on hearing this, sat bolt upright. 

" Pray, Miss Crumpton," he said, " why do you 
allow Miss Tufton to be so impertinent?" 

"Lill, my dear," said the startled ehaperone, 
"you should remember that you are talking to 
your grandpapa." 

The baronet glared at the fault-finder's mal a 
propos invocation of his title to veneration. 

" I should remember Sir Mark was my grand- 
father, ma'am, if he did not himself set me the 
example of forgetting that he is such." 

" Take care what you are about, Miss Tufton ; 
one day or another you may rue this conduct. 
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When you come to ask me some favour, I may 
show you that I have a good memory." 

When Sir Mark had left them alone, Miss 
Crumpton began to remonstrate with Lill. 

" After all, my dear girl, he has brought you 
up, given you a fine education, and really is 
generous enough in important things." 

" I acknowledge I am wrong to speak to him 
as I do, I know I ought to hold my tongue; 
but the temptation is too strong. You never 
witnessed as I did the way he treated my dear 
grandmamma. He almost made her an idiot, 
Crummie. It was his pleasure to torment her, 
she could not eat or drink or speak in peace; 
and one day I saw — yes, I saw him beat the 
poor feeble creature. We were out in one of 
the lanes near home, and she stayed behind to 
pick some blackberries ; he came back and struck 
her ; he thought there was no one to see him, but 
a young man on horseback suddenly came up, 
and laying his whip about Sir Mark's shoulders, 
shouted out, c What are you hitting that woman 
for ? ' Oh, how glad I was ! I ran up and kissed 
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the young gentleman's hand, and told him I 
would love him all the days of my life, and so 
I do and will. Besides, I am ashamed of Sir 
Mark, I am ; when Rose and other girls tell me 
how he speaks to them. The very sight of him 
makes me feel wicked." 

Poor Miss Crumpton was not the one to guide 
such as Lill into the right road to influence 
such a man as Sir Mark. She was all for com- 
promising and temporising. 

" I believe I should behave better to Sir Mark," 
had Lill often said, " if it were not my interest 
to do so." 

Whether in consequence of his granddaughter's 
recommendation of Miss Ponsonby, or from some 
other caprice, Sir Mark did not accompany Miss 
Crumpton and Lill to Lady Ponsonby's on the 
following Saturday. Lill had not the most distant 
conception of such a person as Lady Ponsonby ; 
had no knowledge of the reality of politeness 
and respect, between members of the same family, 
such as existed among the Ponsonbys. She 
had read of such people in novels, and liked to 
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read of them, but she did not believe that such 
agreeable pictures could be drawn from real 
life. She naively supposed that every one was 
uncomfortable at home. 

Lady Ponsonby. at her receptions always sat 
in a fauteuil on that side of the fire-place which 
allowed her to see her guests enter. She wore 
a cap with a broad ribbon brought into a bow 
in fronts masses of grey hair curled over her 
forehead ; a frilled kerchief of some very trans- 
parent material, crossing over the chest a la 
Marie Antoinette, softened the brilliant lights of 
her ladyship's purple satin dress. In spite of 
her real simplicity of tastes and character, Lady 
Ponsonby liked elegance, and was elegant, but 
she had also the rare knack of dressing in ac- 
cordance with her age — though with her delicate 
features and singularly fresh complexion, com- 
bined with her spirited voice, retaining many 
of its youthful tones, and her manner, which 
had all the vivacity of twenty, Lady Ponsonby 
rather represented age than proved its possession. 
Yet she remembered seeing the first Napoleon 
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as consul: "Yes, indeed, I do," she anxiously 
affirmed to any one who appeared to doubt the 
fact, for Lady Ponsonby was proud of looking 
so young, as of an attestation of a well-spent 
life, and of an easy conscience. " The first 
consul was walking in the Elysee Bourbon, and 
I recollect being struck by his shabby coat, 
with ravelled cuffs : my first lesson not to value 
people by their fine clothes," added she. 

It was apparent that the lesson had not been 
forgotten, for most of the coats in her salon 
were rather threadbare, and the ladies 9 dresses 
of less freshness than their owners might have 
desired. It was often indeed said that Lady 
Ponsonby most evidently sent out into the high- 
ways and byways for her guests. 

When the accusation came to her ears, she had 
laughed and said, " What would you have ? I 
cannot interest myself for the fortunate, they do 
not require anything of me, and I forget them." 

It was under the influence of such a character 
that Alicia had been brought up ; her attachment 
to her mother was a passion. Alicia's affections 
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were less diffuse than those of Lady Ponsonby ; 
she was more exclusive in everything ; less of an 
optimist ; nevertheless Alicia had enthusiasms, 
though they were narrow and one-sided. Her 
charity and toleration shone almost entirely upon 
the classes beneath her. She believed sincerely 
in the poor being nearer to God than the rich; 
and held to it, that large possessions were a 
robbery. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



GIOBERTI. 



Altogether the coup d'oeil of Lady Ponsonby's 
drawing-room rather startled our beauty ; it was 
quite different from anything in the way of a 
party she had ever before seen ; and, to say the 
truth, she felt herself and her dress out of place. 
Miss Crumpton, humble and timid elsewhere, had 
here a scared curiosity, such as she might have 
experienced if precipitated into a menagerie. A 
great sound of conversation filled the salon; not 
at all the hum of agreeable nothings, but the 
decided intonations of a discussion or debate of 
interest. Lill slipped into a seat close by Lady 
Ponsonby, while Miss Crumpton was accommodated 
with an arm-chair opposite to the lady of the 
house. 

Mr. Giuliani was standing a little to one side 
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of Lady Ponsonby, in conversation with, or rather 
listening to, a tall, large-made man. Hitherto 
Lill had only seen the Italian with strangers ; she 
did not know what to make of him as he now 
appeared. The character of a tragedy hero in 
which she had clothed him, did not at all harmo- 
nize with his present cheerful, eager face, or hi* 
frank manner. She turned to observe his inter- 
locutor, to seek in him for the cause of this change. 
This extremely tall gentleman's carriage was 
erect and commanding; his fair complexion, his 
hair of a light brown, soft and waving, parted 
on one side, and hanging round his "neck, gave 
something of freshness to his appearance, like 
that of a boy just washed and combed ; yet the 
fair locks flowed round a broad, massive forehead, 
singularly expressive of a powerful intellect. 
Lill also remarked, in the close scrutiny she 
bestowed on him, that his. hands were thrust inta 
a 1 pair of new white kid gloves, gaping open, 
instead of being neatly buttoned at the wrist, 
betokening haste and carelessness in the minutiae 
of the toilet 
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His marked accent proved him to be an Italian, 
but nevertheless his French phrases, delivered in 
a sonorous, well-cadenced voice, flowed with an 
abundance, a richness, a fertility of thought and 
expression, which suggested to Lill the image 
of a river god pouring forth his treasures from 
his typical cornucopia. Valentine, who had 
stationed himself by Lill's side, when he perceived 
where her attention was fixed, whispered to her 
that " that was the great Gioberti." 

" I never heard of him before," said Lill ; €C why 
is he great?" 

"Do not let my sister hear you confess your 
ignorance," said Valentine. ss Gioberti, you know, 
is a Piedmontese exile, and a great philosopher. 
He has written immensely on no end of subjects, 
among others a book on the Beautiful. One need 
not be one of the seven sages to understand some- 
thing about that," added the youth incidentally, 
with an expressive glance at the young lady. 

Lill, who was amused at the strange com- 
pany, forgot to check Valentine as she usually 
did when he ventured on being complimentary. 
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'* His most interesting writings, however, are 
about the best course to pursue in order to 
procure the independence of Italy." 

€C Ah ! indeed," exclaimed Lill. 

" But we must listen to Gioberti." 
Lill had lost the beginning of the great 
Italian's speech; he was now saying: "Away 
with political sects and partial revolts. They 
retard, instead of hastening, our country's re- 
surrection. I have shown, nay, demonstrated 
beyond refutation, as clearly as a mathematical 
proposition, that in the Italian States, the in- 
terests of princes and people are identical. Let 
them unite, and Italy will be at once free, strong 
and independent. The princes need not fear 
their subjects, but they must meet, satisfy, and 
guide the aspirations of the populations; then, 
governors and governed will form one living 
wall, impenetrable to all foreign foes, each State 
ranged round our crowning jewel— Rome." 

Alicia, who was standing by Gioberti, turned 
impatiently towards Giuliani, as if anxious he 
should speak. 
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" Gioberti, you have forgotten to take into 
your consideration, Rome's master, the Emperor 
of Austria." 

" No, no, caro Giulio, the star of Austria 
already wanes." 

" And do you suppose," rejoined Giuliani, 
"that our relentless foe does not understand as 
well as you do, that the course you point out, 
if effected, would be her death-blow ? Is it to 
be imagined that Austria, who has so often 
clutched at what she would fain tear from the 
Papal States, and when baulked of actual terri- 
* tory, has taken or made pretexts for her repeated 
military occupations of the Romagnas, has held 
the Papal See as her humble, useful vassal, — is 
it to be imagined, I say," continued Giuliani, 
with increasing energy, " that the power which 
sees in the brutifying of her own subjects, its 
sole chance of safety, will not set on foot 
armies, diplomacy, intrigues of eveiy description, 
to counteract the working of your noble pacific 
plan, and checkmate you at last ? " 

"The power of federated Italy, strong in its 
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internal union, may defy the world," replied 
Gioberti, rolling over the objection. Giuliani 
smiled, and remained silent; he knew that the 
ardent philosopher was so pertinacious and vehe- 
ment in hid convictions, as not only to overrule, 
but not to hear an opposing argument 

" Now, Monsieur Gioberti," said Alicia, " tell 
me one thing. " 

The celebrated author turned upon her a 
kindly, courteous, and inquiring look. 

" You talk of the union of princes with their 
subjects ; do you think that Charles Albert, with 
his deplorable antecedents, could ever bring his 
mind to give freedom to his people ? " 

"I do hope it," replied Gioberti. "In spite 
of his crooked ways, and of many a dark shade 
on his past, there runs through his character 
a noble chord, which does vibrate strongly at 
times. Has not Goethe written, 'If you would 
improve men, address them rather as if already 
such as you wish them to become, than such 
as you see they actually are.' This thought 
dictated many passages in my works pointed 
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at Charles Albert. The same idea it was, which 
induced me formerly, though with less hope of 
success, to make honourable mention of the 
Jesuits. Could we have won their assistance 
it would have greatly helped us." 

" The Jesuits ! " exclaimed Giuliani ; " surely 
the thoughts of enlisting them in our cause must 
have occurred when you were composing your 
work on the supernatural." 

The author smiled an abstracted smile at this 
sally; and then, gathering up the reins of his 
thoughts, set off at an easy pace along the track 
into which he had been just turned. 

"It is a singular thing," he said, "how few 
of even the most intelligent men are disposed 
to consider one simple fact, from which, how- 
ever, flow endless logical and practical deductions, 
and this is, that we cannot make of the world 
a tabula rasa, upon which to begin our operations. 
Let us first choose a righteous cause, and then 
hold steadfastly to it ; we can only take for 
the combat such weapons as are within our 
reach; if these break in our hands, why then 
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we must look out for others. In this lies the 
great art of statesmanship. ] 

"Now the Jesuits are a powerful body, and 
in their day have done some good service in 
the world. No set of men have more extended 
ramifications. Their aid would have been pro- 
fitable; though truly, I did not much flatter 
myself I should achieve this object ; still, it was 
not a chance to throw away. But if I have 
given some praise to the Jesuits as they once 
were, I am at present busy on a work show- 
ing them as they now are. Even you, my 
dear Giulio, will be satisfied with my Gesuith 
Moderno" 

Turning to Alicia, whose question he again 
took up, he added : — 

" With respect to Charles Albert, I am much 
more sanguine. I know the man well — know 
him personally ; and, in spite of his powers of 
dissimulation, in which none exceed him, and 
of his simulation, a still rarer talent, in which 
he also excels, — I repeat, that there are in his 
soul redeeming aspirations, and in the inner- 
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most recesses of his heart burns an undying 
hatred of Austria. I should not wonder any 
day to see him draw his sword in chivalrous 
devotion to Italy's cause." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

"THE ARROW AND THE SONG." 

Lady Ponsonby, who had been amused by the 
puzzled face of her young guest, now diverted 
Lill's attention from the political trio, by ob- 
serving, — 

" I am afraid this is very dull work for you, 
Miss Tufton." 

€t Harder work, Lady Ponsonby, than I gene- 
rally find in society : usually it is talk, talk, talk, 
for talk's sake, is it not? at least to girls. I 
think I never before received so many new 
ideas at one time." 

"Even that is tiring," said Lady Ponsonby. 
" I shall stop the discussion by asking Mdlle. 
Arsenieff for some music. She is a fine per- 
former, and a strangely independent girl. She 
had the courage to leave her family in Moscow, 
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and to come alone to Paris, to commence the 
career of a concert player." 

" I begin to think," said Lill, " that every 
one here has an interesting story attached to 
them." 

Lady Ponsonby smiled. 

" Do you imagine that to be a peculiarity 
attached only to some people ? But my Russian's 
story is very simple ; I will tell it to you some 
day." 

Lill followed Lady Ponsonby across the room 
to where the Russian girl was seated, blue-eyed, 
broad-faced, and broad-shouldered, as if physically 
prepared to buffet through the world. She had 
also a gay, unceremonious manner, too much so, 
to be pleasant to Miss Tufton. 

Mdlle. Arsenieff would play very willingly: 
what should it be ? She would ask ce bon clier 
excellent Giuliani, and away went the Russian to 
where the two Italians were standing. 

Lill involuntarily watched Giuliani's face and 
manner when Mdlle. Arsenieff addressed him 
in her free and easy style. There was not the 
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least show of backwardness in his reply, no 
reserve. 

" I thought he had been a man of more refine- 
ment than to be pleased, as he looks to be, with 
so coarse a person." 

Giuliani, after handing Mdlle. Arsenieff to the 
piano, placed himself behind Miss Tufton's chair, 
saying, in a low voice : 

"The performer is a pupil of Chopin's. She 
is an admirable pianist, though no one can ever 
give the same effect to Chopin's music that he 
does himself." 

The beauty of the performance was marred, 
however, by the jerking of a chair, which always 
seemed to occur in the softest passages. 

" We must bear it philosophically," said Giu- 
liani, remarking Lill's annoyance. " The noise 
proceeds from Mdme. de Rochepont de Rivi&re's 
chair; and she is a lady, as her name may 
inform you, of the French aristocracy, connected, 
besides, with some of the first families of Eng- 
land." 

" She looks disagreeable enough for anything," 
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said Lill ; " I have been pitying my cousin 
Crumpton for having to sit near so forbidding 
a looking person. I cannot fancy her being one 
of Lady Ponsonby's friends." 

" She was a playfellow of Lady Ponsonby's, 
and Lady Ponsonby forgives her now for being 
so disagreeable, because, in spite of her preten- 
sions, Mdme. de Rochepont de Riviere is really 
very poor and neglected." 

"I have taken a great liking to Lady Pon- 
sonby," replied Lill. "I think I never saw 
before such a pleasant, pretty old lady ; and 
when old ladies are nice, they are very delightful." 

Giuliani smiled on the speaker. 

" Are you a believer in mesmerism ? " asked 
Lill, a moment after. 

" In magnetic sleep ? yes," he replied. 

"Ah! but I mean in the tacit power one 
person has over another." As he did not 
answer immediately, she went on : " I assure 
you, when I am with some people, I feel nonsen- 
sical and naughty ; with Lady Ponsonby, I think 
I might grow reasonable and tolerably good." 
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Giuliani still paused. He knew well enough 
that in the best kind of women there is much 
of the ingenuousness of the child. But was not 
Miss Tufton rather of the stuff of which 
women of the world are made? It was, however, 
difficult to be a severe judge of the pretty bright 
creature addressing him in so cordial a manner. 
Looking at her, he literally spoke his thoughts, 
when he said, — 

, "You give me the impression, notwithstand- 
ing your confession, of being a child of light." 

"Now, Mr. Giuliani, I don't believe that you 
are sincere in saying so. n 

" Indeed ! and why not ? " 

"First, because you had such an emphatic 
way of explaining why Lady Ponsonby asked 
madame with the double c d,' which meant, don't 
imagine it's on account of her birth or her title, 
as would be the case with Miss Tufton; and 
secondly,, because I read in your face when I 
avowed how impressible I was — that you were 
inclined to say, Exactly so — most women have no 
characters at all." 
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Giuliani this time laughed out, and Lill joined 
in merrily. 

The unexplained laughter of two persons is 
very apt to produce a sudden, uneasy quietness 
in a party. This was the case just now. Every 
eye in the room fixed itself on Lill and Giuliani ; 
even Lady Ponsonby, who had been talking to 
the Russian girl, turned round to see what had 
happened. 

" Do you play or sing, Miss Tufton ? " asked her 
ladyship, breaking the silence. 

Lill's face put on the little air of wonderment 
which that of Sontag or Grisi might have worn 
at a similar question. How strange that she, 
whose song had been a matter of state, wher- 
ever she went, should have such an inquiry 
put to her ! With a little bridling of her slender 
neck, she answered "yes," that she played and 
sang. 

"Then you will be so good, perhaps, as to 
favour us," said Lady Ponsonby, laying her 
hand caressingly on Lill's shoulder. 

Accustomed to singing to strangers, the young 
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lady walked without further pressing to the 
piano. The very first touch of her fingers 
showed familiarity with the instrument. She 
played the symphony of a well-known Italian 
air, paused, and said with graceful bashfulness, 

" I don't think I have courage to venture 
on Italian music before so many Italians. May 
I sing an English ballad ? " 

" On the contrary, pray do," said Lady Pon- 
sonby; "it is so long since I have heard an 
English song — not since my dear boy, Fred, left 
me. Oh, what a voice his was!" sighed the 
mother. 

"THE ARROW AND THE SONG. 
" I shot an arrow into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where ; 
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight 
Could not follow it in its flight. 

" I breathed a song into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where ; 
For who has sight so keen and strong, 
That it can follow the flight of a song? 

" Long, long afterward, in an oak 
I found the arrow, still unbroke ; 
And the song, from beginning to end, 
I found again in the heart of a friend." 

Longfellow. 
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Lill had a true, beautiful voice — one of those 
voices which unconsciously brings tears of ecstasy 
to every eye, and swells the poet's heart with a 
sense of infinite beauty, as he traces in its modula- 
tions his own unspeakable feelings. 

In this way did the tones of Lill's voice strike 
on Giuliani's soul, making its every chord 
vibrate. They bore him up to heaven, then 
brought him back to earth. He was under 
the same spell that makes the foot-sore, hungry 
soldier forget pain and fatigue, and welcome 
danger. 

Lady Ponsonby, who had an organization almost 
as keenly alive to music as her Italian friend's, 
hung entranced upon Lill's every note. She gave 
a deep sigh when the last sound died away, and 
said, with glistening eyes, — 

a You have touched a spring I believed had 
gone dry. You are a gifted creature, my dear 
child; excuse me, I can't resist calling you 
so." 

" I am so glad you are pleased : pray call me 
anything you like, except Miss Tufton. My 
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name is Lilian, but I am called Lill, and some- 
times Espifegle." 

The little triumph had been complete. Gioberti 
had been silent, and Mdme. de Rochepont de 
Rivi&re had kept her chair and footstool quiet 

Alicia sat down by Miss Crumpton, and spoke 
with admiration of Miss Tufton's voice, and her 
style of singing. Alicia's nature had not been 
stirred as had been that of her mother and 
Giuliani. Her ear might be duller, or there 
might be some counteracting charm to LilFs 
attraction which sealed up the doors of her soul 
to harmony. 

Miss Crumpton thawed under Alicia's praise 
of Lill, and said, — 

" She is so clever, does everything so well, 
reads constantly ; indeed, it is a sad pity she has 
not a better companion than I am. I wonder she 
has patience with me." 

This humility roused Alicia's generosity. She 
had hitherto held aloof from the elderly English 
woman, supposing her to be pne of the proud of 
this earth, who take to themselves the credit of 
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being the salt thereof. But now, penetrating at 
once Miss Crumpton's nature, she saw in her 
one born to live in another — to have no great 
joys or miseries of her own, but to rejoice or 
lament with those of the object of her worship. 
Prejudiced, probably, and narrow-minded, not 
likely to prove a wise friend, but most surely a 
warm and devoted adherent, whatever back- 
wardness Alicia might feel towards Lill herself, 
she had none in encouraging Miss Crumpton to 
converse about her, and she succeeded in making 
the chaperone better satisfied with her hostesses 
and the company assembled, than she had been 
before. 

Lill and Miss Crumpton were the first to leave. 
Gioberti did Lill the honour to hand her down- 
stairs to the carriage. The young lady had no 
idea how proud she ought to have been at~having 
induced the great Italian to cease his eloquence to 
become her cavalier. 

Once the English strangers gone, there ensued 
a torrent of questions about them. Lill naturally 
was the one on whom the conversation principally 
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ran. Even under Lady Ponsonby's roof people 
would pull one another to pieces, and, as the 
English girl was indubitably lovely, graceful, and 
accomplished, the only weak point, her dress, was 
where the assault was made. 

" Ignorance of French habits," pleaded Lady 
Ponsonby. " In England, my dear friends, it is 
pretty much the custom for young ladies to wear 
low dresses and short sleeves every day at dinner. 
Abuse the customs of a country if you like, but 
spare individuals." 

"Always indulgent, dear lady!" exclaimed 
Mdlle. ArseniefF, in her bold clear voice ; then 
sinking it to a whisper, she said to Alicia, " It 
appears to me that the ice of our Hippolytus is 
melting under the sunny glances of this daughter 
of Albion." 

"You see even the philosopher par excellence 
was charmed out of himself by her beauty and 
her singing," returned Alicia. 

"Hm! hm!" thought the Russian, "we have 
a brave heart of our own, but we are less in- 
different than we would appear." 

VOL. I. 7 
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How strange it is that women so often strive 
to wound, in order to track out a secret of the 
heart, and that, too, when it in no way concerns 
themselves. 



99 



CHAPTER IX. 

UNCOMMON DOMESTIC SCENES. 

Lill, when she went home, wondered why the 
impression left by the evening was unsatisfactory, 
why she felt as though she had met with a dis- 
appointment. She needed not to have wondered 
long, had she chosen to take the trouble to look 
a little closely at the* image the most prominent 
in her mind. 

For Lill, mankind was divided into two species 
— sheep and goats — into the good and bad. She 
could suppose no faults in those she liked, no 
virtues in those she disliked. Hitherto she had 
decided at first sight into which category to 
place her acquaintances. The Italian master was 
the first person she had seen who left her un- 
determined where to put him. His appearance 
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did not prejudice her in his favour, there was 
too great an absence of symmetry about him. Her 
imagination, however, had been set at work by 
the history given of him by Mrs. Caledon and 
Valentine Ponsonby. Lill could not hear of or 
see anything like persecution without coming for- 
ward as a zealous champion of the persecuted. 
Once, in London, she had run into the street 
before Sir Mark's house, bareheaded, to take the 
^part of a little urchin against a big boy. Another 
time, in Paris, she had stopped to upbraid a carter 
for ill-using his horse. Feminine to cowardice 
by character, she was bold as Don Quixote 
where there was a wrong towards another to 
redress. It was the indelible recollection made 
by the ill-usage received by her timid grand- 
mother from Sir Mark, which rendered her so 
rebellious to him. 

Well, the first nighf Lill met the Italian, her 
vanity had been tickled by his strong, undisguised 
admiration, very different from the fade, covert 
gallant glances her beauty had hitherto reaped. 
Then her generous feelings had been called into 
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play, and she had intended to patronize and protect 
this unfortunate exile. 

Now this evening it seemed to her as if he 
were not unhappy, and not in the least in want 
of protection — had seemed as if he wished to 
give her to understand that his friends, the 
Ponsonbys, were her superiors, and every other 
person's superiors. Lill went to bed not at all 
certain that she should try to make Mr. Giuliani 
the fashion. How was she to guess that the 
Italian had acted on a well-digested plan ? 

Giuliani was not the man to be overtaken 
unawares by a passion. He discovered that he 
was on the point of falling desperately in love 
with Miss Tufton, against his judgment of her 
character. This, together with a conscientious 
horror of ever bringing her into contact with 
his poverty, weighed more with him than any 
idea of an impassable barrier of rank between 
them. He knew also that it was only by arrest- 
ing his course now, he could save himself; one 
step forwards, and he was over the precipice. 
His clearsightedness on the one side, and Lady 
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Ponsonby's perception of the coolness of her 
daughter's feelings towards Lill, served to check 
the acquaintance from ripening into any inti- 
macy. Nor did Sir Mark help it on, by culti- 
vating a further knowledge of Alicia's fine dark 
eyes. 

It may be well, in order to explain somewhat 
Sir Mark's strange and capricious temper, to say 
a word or two here of his antecedents. 

The baronet had begun his career with three 
lives between him and the family title. He had 
known the hardships and insults that attend a 
penniless young man's dibut in the world; he 
had learned the bitter experiences specially 
proper to a poor relation, and he had sworn 
to himself the day he first entered a merchant's 
counting-house, where he had had to perform 
something very like a menial service, that one 
day he would do as much for others as had 
been done to him. Each tyrant hatches a large 
brood of his kind; and sends them forth full of 
spite against the world, to propagate evil from 
generation to generation. Sir Mark had plenty 



UNCOMMON DOMESTIC SCENES. 103 

of, strength of will to have been a good man, 
as witness the self-control which enabled him 
to conquer his sanguine temperament and to 
live for ten years the life of an anchorite, 
saving and starving, in order to secure the pos- 
session of that power which would supply him 
with the means of browbeating, as he had been 
browbeaten. By a succession of lamentable deaths, 
he suddenly found himself at the apex of his 
wishes — rich, titled, one of the class he had 
so long envied. He was already married, and 
to a woman many years his senior, whose attrac- 
tion for him had been her few thousand pounds. 
She wore the title of Lady Tufton* but a few 
months, then died, leaving Sir Mark with a son 
of five years old, and more obliged to her even 
than he had been when she accepted him, or 
during the many years of her complete self- 
abnegation. 

After this, Sir Mark flourished like a green 
bay-tree. He was free to begin life again. 
Loving gold and rank as he did, it would have 
been consistent for him to marry now, some 
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one possessing both these attributes. But men 
are rarely consistent with themselves; if they 
were, the arts of diplomacy and of government 
would be simplified. On the contrary, in specu- 
lations as to the conduct of persons, one must 
make as many allowances for their vagaries as 
wise mariners do for those of the compass; so 
many strange, invisible influences attract men 
and compasses from their right point. 

Sir Mark took for his second wife a young, 
beautiful, penniless girl, the daughter of his 
jeweller. He separated, her entirely from her 
parents, and every member of her family, and 
treated her ill all the rest of her life. If one 
dared to suppose such a possibility, Sir Mark 
had chosen her to gratify his intense feeling for 
youth and beauty, and at the same time to have 
at hand one so unprotected, on whom he. could 
safely carry out the savage vow made in his 
poverty. This was the poor lady Lill called her 
dear grandmamma, and who, in fact, did sink 
under Sir Mark's treatment into gentle imbeci- 
lity. Few pitied Lady Tufton; her want of re- 
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sistance against the greatest indignity disgusted, 
instead of exciting compassion. 

Poor thing! to the clergyman of her parish 
and to the girl Lill she alone explained be- 
fore her death, that she had thus submitted 
because she believed it to be her duty to do 
so ; she had sworn obedience, and must keep 
her oath. J . . 

As to his son, who continued to be his only 
child, Sir Mark despised and disliked him for 
three reasons: the boy was plain, delicate, and 
terribly afraid of his father. Sir Mark put him 
into the army, and obtained a staff appointment 
for him in India, in order to get him out of his 
sight. 

Captain Tufton married at Madras, and, long 
a hopeless sufferer from a hot climate, died 
before the birth of his child, recommending in a 
touching letter his young widow to his father's 
care. 

Mrs. Tufton came to England, and Lill was 
born almost immediately after her arrival. Sir 
Mark was at first furious at the sex of the child, 
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but he allowed the widowed mother to remain 
at Wavering, the family estate. He was never 
there himself but during the shooting season, 
and she might as well have the benefit of a house 
rent-free, with the attendance of the indispen- 
sable servants he was compelled to keep ; besides, 
it looked well in the eyes of the world, her 
residing under his roof : but she must provide 
her own living ; to do which he allowed her 
two hundred a year, exacting rigorous payment 
for the vegetables and fruit she had from his 
gardens. 

In the spring of the year 1832, young Mrs. 
Tufton died, and Lill was left to the mercy of 
her grandfather. 

*The child became dear as the apple of her 
eye to Lady Tufton, and awoke by her beauty 
and grace some natural instincts of affection in 
Sir Mark. The baronet had been remarkably 
handsome himself when young, and had an un- 
conquerable antipathy to those devoid of good 
looks. Fancying he traced a likeness in Lill to 
himself, he began to notice and capriciously to 
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indulge her. Sir Mark, however, was not formed 
for tenderness; therefore, though he liked and 
admired the little girl, he could not prevent 
occasional outbursts of cruelty even towards her. 
One day that he had been more outrageous than 
usual in his conduct to Lady Tufton, Lill sud- 
denly struck him with all her baby strength. 
Sir Mark, as a punishment, ordered her to be 
let down into a deep, empty water-butt; she. was 
not to be taken out until she promised to ask 
his pardon. Three, four, five hours went by, 
and no noise or cry proceeded from the little 
prisoner. Lady Tufton was ill with grief and 
terror, and even" the baronet began to wish the 
culprit would give him an opportunity of re- 
lenting. At last he desired one of the gardeners 
to take a ladder, and see what Miss Tufton was 
doing. The child looked up at the man, and 
laughed. There was nothing left for Sir Mark 
to do but to pretend forgetfulness of the condi- 
tion on which she was to be released. When 
she was lifted out of the tub, she was unable 
to stand, and for weeks after lay a little martyr 
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to rheumatic fever. She would probably have 
died before yielding to her grandfather, whom 
she declared she wished to kill for his cruelty 
to her dear, dear grandmamma. 

Under such influences did LilPs childhood 
pass. In her girlhood she was constantly spurred 
on to acquire accomplishments, while the atmo- 
sphere she breathed was thick with the smoke of 
the incense burned before wealth and rank. 

When the second Lady Tufton died, Sir 
Mark confided his granddaughter to the charge 
of Miss Crumpton— »a nominal charge, as, from 
the age of thirteen, the young lady had managed 
her chaperone. While Lill's distaste to her grand- 
father was strengthening every year, he in his 
way had been making her more and more the 
object of his life. 

The estates went with the title; therefore 
Lill's fortune could only be what Sir Mark had 
made while in business, or what he might 
economize out of his present large income. He 
took to speculating at first, with the view of 
making her an heiress, but this motive had 
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long since lapsed into a secondary one : the old 
habit of striving after gain awoke re-invigorated, 
and to make money for money's sake became 
once more thq main occupation of his life. 
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CHAPTER X. 



THE MOTH. 



A fortnight after the evening Lill had spent 
at Lady Ponsonby's, it was Christmas, and the 
Boulevards of Paris, smothered by temporary 
booths and a mixed dense multitude, had the 
air of a country fair. The shop-windows, it may 
be remarked, were gayer than the generality of 
the faces contemplating them -»— faces full of 
careful eagerness to discover trinkets and knick- 
knacks exactly to suit and do honour to a 
certain sum to be applied to the purchase of a 
number of gifts, considered de rigueur, what- 
ever inconvenience they might occasion to the 
giver. The Christmas-box of England assumes 
mighty proportions when it crosses the Channel 
and becomes dtrennes. Frenchmen, however, do 



THE MOTH. Ill 

not grumble over the change of the petit cadeau 
into a heavy tax; they turn it, as they do 
every other disaster, into a matter for boast or 
congratulation. 

Amid a gay group wandering from one be- 
witching window to another, Giuliani saw 
Lill — not the first time by many since Lady 
Ponsonby's soiree. Whether chance or involun- 
tary purpose led him almost daily into the 
Champs Elys^es, he did not investigate. The 
pleasure of a sight of that lovely face, the 
realization of his most poetic fancies, was at 
his own cost, and therefore need not trouble 
him. He knew how gay a life she led; in the 
mornings driving or walking, in the evenings 
at balls, concerts, or theatres. Nevertheless the 
sight of her, who was in search of the most 
crude realities, always sent him into the land 
of dreams. 

As he now passed her on the Boulevards, 
their eyes met, and Lill smiled cordially, and 
gave him a friendly nod of her head, not a dry 
salute bidding you keep your distance. 
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" How beautiful everything is, Mr. Giuliani ! " 
she exclaimed. 

That evening the Italian consulted Lady Pon- 
sonby as to whether he ought or ought not to 
pay a visit to Miss Tufton, in obedience to the 
French custom, which at Christmas exacts that 
ceremony from the most distant acquaint- 
ance. 

"I should be sorry," he explained, "to be 
wanting in any attention, and I am sure Miss 
Tufton would understand my doing so as a polite- 
ness; but that terrible old gentleman is capable 
of taking it as an insult." 

As Lady Ponsonby hesitated a moment, in 
regret that the moth would singe its wings, Alicia 
said, — 

tc Suppose you and Valentine go together." 

"Giuliani had a disinclination to accept what 
seemed like protection in the matter, but he 
curbed what he knew to be an undue suscepti- 
bility; and it was settled that the two gentle- 
men should make their call on the following 
dav. 
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When Valentine and his Italian friend entered 
the Tuftons' drawing-room, they found Lill sur- 
rounded by a crowd of visitors, and Giuliani had 
time, before she perceived him, to admire her 
ease of manner, her perfect knowledge of what 
to do or say on every occasion. Her little bright- 
haired, compact head was held erect with a 
dominant air, as if to take cognizance of all 
that was going on about her. After a little, she 
observed Giuliani standing alone in the recess of 
one of the windows, Valentine having been accosted 
by an acquaintance. Lill at once made her way 
to him, and remained talking to him, with a look 
of interest meant to influence the other callers; 
just one of the occasions when LilTs vehement 
nature led her to over-act a part. 

Among the persons present who took most 
notice of her behaviour was Mr. Tufton, presump- 
tive heir to Sir Mark's baronetcy and estates ; a 
very young man, but lately arrived at his majority. 
There was that similarity of feature between him 
and Lill which attaches itself so mysteriously 
to persons of the same original stock. As a 

vol. I. 8 



114 WHO BREAKS— PAYS. 

rude it is, the same name, the same appear- 
ance. 

A very general remark on Edward Tufton was, 
€€ What a pretty girl he would have made ! * He 
had the same pure lily and rose complexion as 
Lill, the same curly, golden hair, the same deli- 
cate nose, the same violet blue eyes ; the differ- 
ence lay in the mouth and chin : in Mr. Tufton 
both these features were as expressive as pos- 
sible of weakness — the chin sloping sillily away 
into his throat. 

This youth was the eldest son of a certain 
Rev. Edward Tufton, at whose vicarage the 
rejoicings had been great on the news that Cap- 
tain Tufton's widow had given birth to a girl in- 
stead of the hoped-for boy. The vicar reposed 
in his own churchyard, and Edward was now 
mentioned in the last Baronetage as Sir Mark's 
probable heir. Sir Mark, out of respect to public 
opinion, had sent Mr. Tufton to Oxford, and 
gave him an allowance of three hundred a-year, 
hating him with all the hatred due to him for 
taking money out of his pocket, for not being 
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his bond-fide grandchild, and yet his suc- 
cessor. 

Sir Mark had had an idea of marrying a third 
time, in the hope of having an heir of his own ; 
but he had grown old, suspicious, and dilatory ; 
besides, he was inclined to seek for a bride among 
young and lovely girls, and such hesitated, not 
so much on account of his age, as of the reports 
circulating as to his savage temper and miserly 
stinginess. 

Sir Mark, at least once every year, broached 
the subject of his marriage, and many were the 
sleepless nights this probability gave Edward's 
sensible, far-seeing mother. It was in obedience 
to maternal suggestions that Mr. Tufton had come 
uninvited to spend the Christmas with Sir Mark 
in Paris. He had, besides, an admiration in the 
bud for Lill — strong when in her presence, weak 
whenout of it — and a further tendency to consider 
her as part of his inheritance, if he should so 
choose it to be. 

Lill and he had been playfellows, and on her 
side she had that sort of liking for him which 

8—2 
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early companionship gives. They knew the same 
people, visited at the same houses, danced to- 
gether, rode together, but as for ever having had 
the most remote idea of marrying Sir Mark's 
heir presumptive, Lill would sooner have thought 
of a Siamese prince. For all her giddy ways, 
Lill had her ideal — one she was resolved on find- 
ing, or going to her grave a spinster — as wonder- 
ful and rare an ideal as ever girlish heart 
worshipped — a King Arthur, or possibly, as she 
grew older, a Sir Charles Grandison, but a Sir 
Charles who had never had a Clementina episode, 
some one, at all events, grave, stately, courteous, 
as superior in talent as in character to the rest 
of the world, his only little bit of weakness a 
passionate love for her, which she would reward 
by passionate worship. His word should be her 
law ; her motto, " God is thy law, thou mine." 
This was Lill's cherished dream, as she let her- 
self float unresistingly into the rapids of the gay 
world. 

As soon as the drawing-room was empty of 
visitors, and Lill was left with only Miss Crump J 
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ton and young Mr. Tufton, she exclaimed, as she 
might have done to a brother, — 

"How I wish, Edward, you would give up 
using that odious eye-glass ; it makes you seem so 
impertinent." 

Lill had been made indignant by Edward's 
having fixed his glass in his eye, and stared unin- 
terruptedly at her and Mr. Giuliani, until the latter 
took his leave. 

" Give it up !" retorted the young man ; " why 
your face where you are now standing appears 
merely a round white spot to me ; I can't see a 
feature." 

"Sad exaggeration: I know you were not 
short-sighted before you went to Oxford." 

"Exactly; it was the effect of the midnight 
lamp which injured my eyesight" 

" Nonsense; it is simply an affectation, and a 
very disagreeable one." 

Edward was lolling on a sofa during this con- 
versation, and Lill walking up and down the toom 

The young gentleman did not answer for a 
little, then shouted out, — 
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" I know what has made you so cross ; it was 
because I looked at that Gximgriffinoff with the 
seedy coat you were so taken up with. How I 
hate foreigners !" 

" Then why do you come among them?" flashed 
out Lill, with sparkling eyes ; " and, being an 
university man, I wonder you have not learned 
to speak more correctly; we ourselves are the 
foreigners in France." 

"That's splitting straws," said Mr. Edward, 
pouting his pretty lips, "I shall advise Sir 
Mark to take you back to England if he doesn't 
want a horrid Frenchman in the family." 

Lill stopped her walk, and stood with her head 
turned over her shoulder to look at the speaker ; 
she laughingly sang, by way of answer, — 

" There was a little man, who had a little soul, 
And he said to his soul, let's try, try, try, 
To make a little speech between you and I, I, L" 

" By heavens ! you ought to have your picture 
taken just as you are!" exclaimed the young 
man, sitting bolt upright. "You are a real 
beauty." 
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" Good-bye, good-bye," and, waving her hand, 
she went away singing, " There was a little man, 
who had a little soul," till the passages echoed 
again. 

The words reached Mr. Tufton's ear: their 
meaning did not reach his brain. 
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CHAPTER XL 

IF YOU DOUBT— ABSTAIN. 

" Gone ! Gone ! " exclaimed Lill, joyfully, as 
Sir Mark and Edward Tufton drove from the 
door on the 7 th of January, en route for England. 
" Now, Crummie, let us be as happy as the day 
is long." 

Miss Crumpton looked a little grave as she 
said, — 

" I don't like to hear you speak in that way, 
Lill. Suppose anything should happen to Sir 
Mark, and you should never see him again, you 
would be vexed to think that you had been so 
glad to get rid of him." 

" I cannot tell what I should feel in that case, 
dear, good cousin, but I know I am happy just 
now, and cannot get up the least little bit of 
sentiment on the joyful occasion; it is people's 
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own fault when they are not loved. « Now, 
Crummie, away with melancholy; you have 
admonished me as it was your duty to do ; and 
1 give you absolution." 

Lill went singing to a large cage, opened the 
door, and let her pet birds fly about the room : 
they perched on her shoulder, took sugar from 
between her lips : they chirped and sang to her, 
and she chirped and sang to them; then she 
sent them back to their gilded prison, and began 
to arrange the flowers just brought in, looking as 
loving and loveable as a girl can be imagined. 

ts Flowers, and birds, and music, and pleasant 
people to live with, and clever people to listen 
to, wouldn't that be a nice world ? n she said, half 
to herself, half to Miss Crumpton. " There, now, 
look at that rose ; I can fancy a man falling in 
love with such a delicate beauty of a rose, and 
oh ! what a perfume ! The perfume of a flower 
is like is like " 

Miss Crumpton looked up from her work, Lill 
answered the mute interrogation : 

" Crummie, dear, I am trying to catch hold 
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of my thought to put it into words, and it slips 
away from me." 

Lill was by this time seated before her writing- 
table, pen in hand, tickling her cheek with the 
feathered end. 

" It is like," she continued, " the sweetness and 
happiness that good kind people give to one's life. 
Ah, dear, delicious rose ! Words are too poor to 
say what you put into my head." 

Miss Crumpton was deep in her work, and 
absolute quiet reigned in the room; it even 
rendered the birds silent. 

"Cousin!" exclaimed Lill, at last, "do you 
recollect my saying I would have lessons from 
Mr. Giuliani?" 

"Yes, my dear; I suppose you have thought 
better of it. What leisure time have you ? " 

" That's a secondary consideration," said LilL 
" I wish you to know beforehand what I am going 
to do. I am now going to write to Mr. Giuliani 
to ask him to give me a dozen lessons — only a 
dozen ; that will make my conscience easy about 
the expense I put him to. Did you hear Edward 
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Tufton take notice of his shabby coat ? It went 
to my heart; I believe if it had not been for that 
remark, I should have forgotten the lessons." 

" Lill, if you would only listen to me for once " 

"No; I cannot, dear Crummie," interrupted 
Lill, •losing her chaperone's mouth with her own 
rosy lips. 

t( It is very imprudent," persisted Miss Crump- 
ton. 

" In what way ? " asked Lill, in 'a dry voice, 
and with a glance that silenced Miss Crumpton. 

Lill wrote a few lines, sealed and directed the 
note, and rang the bell. 

" Take that to the address/ 9 said she to Joseph. 

" Am I to wait for an answer ? " 

" Ask if there be one." 

The messenger brought no reply to Miss 
Tufton's note, for, as might have been expected, 
Giuliani was out. It only reached him when he 
returned at five o'clock. His first sensation on 
reading it was vexation. " It seems," thought he, 
* that I am fatally destined to be the teacher of 
those persons whose acquaintance on a footing of 
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equality is most agreeable to me. This young 
lady makes no question of my acceding to her 
proposal, but asks me to name my own days and 
hours, and to send her a list of the books she 
must purchase, much in the incisive terms she 
would use to her dressmaker. The arrogance of 
her nation peeps from beneath the embroidery 
of her polite language." 

Satisfied that he had come to an impartial judg- 
ment, he even wrote a few lines, expressing his 
regret that he had no disengaged time, but after 
a quarter of an hour's filming, he threw what 
he had written into the fire, as a subterfuge un- 
worthy of him. He would consult Lady Ponsonby, 
and to her ladyship he went. 

€t What causes your hesitation, my good friend ? " 
was Lady Ponsonby's straightforward way of enter- 
ing on the subject. 

"A silly one, you will say," he returned; "it 
mortifies me, after being on a footing of equality 
with this young lady, to sink down into her 
master at so much a lesson." 

Lady Ponsonby leaned her head on her hand, 
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and with her third finger gently stroked her nose ; 
a sign with her of inward perplexity. 

"If I have judged Miss Tufton rightly," she 
at last said, "your being her paid master will 
not alter your present position with her. Should 
it do so, the loss of her as an acquaintance would 
give you no regret." 

" Then you advise me to agree ? " 

" There is the old rule, Dans le doute, ahstiens- 
toi." 

"And a capital rule it is," observed Giuliani, 
musingly. 

"Which you do not feel much inclined to 
follow," said Lady Ponsonby, with a slight smile. 

"Take my advice, Mr. Giuliani, though you 
have not done me the honour to ask for it," said 
Alicia, interfering: "accept of Miss Tufton as 
a pupil; she will not give you much trouble, I 
am sure." 

" She particularizes, strangely enough," replied 
Giuliani, drawing the note from his pocket, and 
giving it to Miss Ponsonby, "that she wishes 
for a dozen lessons." 
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" Some whim of her grandfather's ; gossip says 
he is a great miser. What a pretty hand Miss 
Tufton writes," added Alicia, returning the note. 

" And so fond of violets," said Giuliani, without 
thinking of what he was saying. 

The next morning Miss Tufton received a most 
ceremoniously worded answer from Mr. Giuliani, 
naming the hours he had at liberty, and begging 
her to choose those most agreeable to her. He 
recommended her to procure Robello's Grammar, 
adding that other books could be decided on when 
he should have had the honour of examining what 
was Miss Tufton's knowledge of the Italian lan- 
guage. 

"Well, Crummie, here's enough honour and 
respect crammed into half-a-dozen lines to satisfy 
you that Mr. Giuliani intends to preserve his 
distance, or rather, I believe, to make me keep 
mine. I begin to feel nervous, he takes the 
matter so in earnest." 

Lill fixed on Tuesdays and Fridays for her 
lessons, because the hour Giuliani had free on 
those days was from eleven to twelve, too early 
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for any interruption from callers, and, supposing 
Sir Mark to return before she had had the dozen 
lessons she had asked for, she was safe from 
his interference, as he never left his dressing- 
room before lunch-time. 

There was a boudoir beyond the back drawing- 
room, which Lill had appropriated to herself as 
a study. There she practised and painted, and 
it was there she determined to receive her new 
master. On the first morning he was to come, 
she placed pens, ink, paper, and Robello's Gram- 
mar on a table drawn towards the window, and 
then went in search of Miss Crumpton, begging 
her to instal herself by the fireside, with her 
crochet-work. "I feel as odd as possible," said 
Lill, as she heard eleven strike. 

Mr. Giuliani was punctual. Lill was going 
towards him with the intention of shaking hands, 
but with a slight bow addressed to both ladies, 
he took a chair at the table, just as the most 
matter-of-fact master might have done; Lill, 
not a little surprised, also sat down. 

"Will you be so good as to let me hear 
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you read this paragraph?" said Giuliani, open- 
ing the grammar at page 9. 

Lill began: "Qual havvi terra che il sole 
illumini con luce piu serena, o che riscaldi 
con piu dolce tepore!" she flushed crimson 
as he corrected each error of pronunciation, 
provoked at herself for stammering and ap- 
pearing to know less of the language than she 
really did. He perceived her embarrassment, and 
his voice became gentle and encouraging. 

"Had Miss Tufton ever read the Promessi 
Sposi?" 

"I began it once," said Lill, "but I could 
not go on with it; it seemed very stupid." 

Up rose Giuliani's eyebrows with unspeakable 
astonishment. 

"Stupid!" he repeated, "do you not know 
what your own distinguished countryman, Rogers, 
said of Manzoni's chef-cCaeuvre : he declared it 
was worth all Walter Scott's novels put to- 
gether." 

Lill was not one to yield immediately, even to 
Mr. Rogers' authority. 
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"I don't like tame pastoral stories, Mr. Giu- 
liani," she said, with a resumption of her usual 
vivacity, now that there was no more question 
of Robello's grammar. 

"No more do I," he replied; "but you will 
find as little insipidity in the Promessi Sposi as 
in Shakspeare; the working of the passions, the 
tyranny of the aristocrat over the plebeian arti- 
san, the modest but constant, deep love of Lucia, 
delineated and painted by a master hand, can 
never be tame; though I allow, you will not 
find in any of Manzoni's pages the pepper and 
spice of the French school." 

"I will begin it again," said Lill; "I suppose 
I shall be able to find it at any of the great 
booksellers." 

"Will you permit me to lend you my copy? 
it is a large one, and I always myself find a 
foreign language easier to understand in large 
than in small print." 

Lill accepted the offer with gratitude. 

" You will be so good as to learn by heart 
for next lesson, the first exercise, *Mn^monique,' 
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and a verb, and write out an exercise; you 
can take the third." 

She read over with him the rules for it, and he 
explained patiently whatever she did not under- 
stand, and then it was twelve o'clock. Mr. Giu- 
liani rose immediately, and with another bow was 
gone almost before Lill could rise from her seat. 

"I never was so hot before," was her first 
exclamation, putting her two hands to her cheeks; 
and then she stood with a puzzled look contem- 
plating the table and the books. Had she spoken 
out her thoughts, she would have said that she 
had not expected Mr. Giuliani to behave so ex- 
actly like any other master, treat her so exactly 
as any ordinary pupil. She had imagined a sort 
of desultory teaching, a little reading, and a good 
deal of agreeable conversation on Italian litera- 
ture, of course ; and now she was to learn verbs 
and vocabulary; and write exercises as if she 
were a school-girl. Then his jumping up and 
disappearing as the hour struck was downright 
preposterous. 

On Friday she did not offer to shake hands 



IF YOU DOUBT— ABSTAIN. 131 

when Giuliani came in. The grammar was ready- 
open before his seat, and he began at once, " Le 
Lundi j attends le tailleur" 

Lill repeated her vocabulary perfectly. 

€€ Bene" said the master, but the exercise drew 
down on Lill an avalanche of explanations and 
references to rules. He then laid before her 
the first volume of the Promessi SposL 

" I have here and there," said he, " translated 
into English to the best of my ability some of 
what I suspected might require a dictionary." 

LilFs quick glance discovered a multitude of 
interlineations in the pages. She was touched 
by the idea that he had devoted so much time 
and trouble to help her, and the cloud on her 
face cleared away, and her voice was cheerful, 
when she expressed her obligation. But after she 
had read some twenty lines, she stopped and said, — 

" Oh ! Mr. Giuliani, I want you so much to 
explain to me something of these Italian affairs. 
I have been reading an account, of the rejoicings, 
at Genoa, in honour of the hundredth anniver- 
sary of the driving out of the Aittfcrians, and 
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also that the present assembly of all the scientific 
men of Italy patronized by Charles Albert, is a 
mere cloak to hide a political conspiracy. Why 
are the Italians always conspiring?" 

"You ask me to tell you a long and tragical 
story," replied Giuliani, in a tone revealing pain. 

The English girl, native of the freest country 
in the world, did not, perhaps could not, com- 
prehend the bitterness to Italians of having to 
discuss the checks and defeats they had suffered 
in their pursuit of their legitimate aim of liberty. 
The majority judge of the attempt by the issue. 
But Time takes on itself to revise rash con- 
demnations, and to prove over and over again 
that failures may open an eventual road to 
success. 

a If you are really interested in the affairs 
of my country," went on Giuliani, t€ I will 
bring you a work or two, which will answer 
your question of * Why are the Italians always 
conspiring?' At present my conscience will not 
allow me to take up your lesson by conversation 
on the subject" 
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Lill opened her eyes very wide on him, and 
said tartly,— 

"I think I might be allowed to decide the 
right or wrong of that" 

" Pardon me ! you pay me to teach you Italian, 
not to converse on Italian politics," returned 
1 Giuliani, quietly. €t May I request you to go 
on reading?" 

The conversation between master and pupil 
was in French, of which Miss Crumpton scarcely 
knew a word. The chaperone heard, however, 
from the tone of the two voices, that some- 
thing had gone wrong, and looked inquiringly 
towards the table. Lill, aware of this, imme- 
diately obeyed Giuliani's invitation and con- 
tinued her reading. 

Though she was nettled at the rebuff she 
liad received, Lill approved of it, and had no 
intention of confiding it to Miss Crumpton. That 
lady was already prejudiced against Mr. Giuliani, 
and objected to his being where he was ; and 
Lill knew that Crummie's prejudices were in- 
effaceable, and that she had the faculty of return- 
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ing to the charge, and, like her countrymen, never 
understanding that she was beaten. Therefore 
with regard to Mr. Giuliani, Lill, unlike herself, 
confided no feelings or opinions to her chaperone. 
It would have been difficult to say what either 
were, for they varied with almost every lesson. 

Lill now devoted the greater part of her 
mornings to Italian: she could do nothing by 
halves. As she read the Promesd Spori, she 
compared what she read with her master's 
description of it. u A true picture of the work- 
ing of the human passions, of the tyranny of 
the great, and of a modest, constant love." 

Hitherto she had turned over the leaves of 
many novels, only stopping to read, when scenes 
of passion occurred ; and she had preferred those 
tales most which presented her with pictures 
of life unknown to her : violent, brilliant, 
picturesque. 

Giuliani's words, " a modest, constant love,* 
had sounded to her like ts namby-pamby pro- 
priety." How were poor peasants to find time 
for being in love! 
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The dark episode of the Signora interested her, 
and she told Giuliani so. 

"It is said," he replied, "that the woes of 
the great affect us more than the sorrows of 
the little, and that that is the reason why the 
tragic poets deal almost exclusively with the 
misfortunes of kings and princes. The Signor* 
is a princess, . therefore you feel more for her 
than for the poor little country girL" 

"And republicans never miss sending a shaft 
against rank," said Lill, smiling ; " you are wrong 
here, it is not the nun's rank which invests her 
with such an interest ; it is her being made 
such a victim — oh, the odious, refined cunning 
of her » relations ! The way even her father 
takes advantage of her best feelings; and, when 
she is driving on the Strada Marina, and, the 
carriages filled with gay company pass her, you 
remember how one of her uncles turns to her 
and says : — ' Ah ! sly one, you have thrust aside 
all these frivolities ; you are a saint, leaving us 
poor creatures to stick in worldly vanities; you 
run away to live a holy life, and go to Paradise 
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in a carriage. 9 It made me wild to read it," and 
LilPs eyes flashed and sparkled. 

"But Lucia is also a victim," said relentless 
Giuliani, €e and yet her anguish leaves you 
cold." 

" Oh ! cold is not the right word to use," 
remonstrated Lill; "I am sure if crying is to 
be taken as any sign of feeling, I cried enough 
when she is in the boat, and appears to sleep, 
but is weeping silently ; I felt every word of the 
last page of that eighth chapter, as if they came 
from my own heart. But still I uphold that the 
Signora is the most interesting. She is so cruelly 
cut off from all hope ; it is so terrifying to see 
her slipping from weakness into vice, and down 
into the lowest depths of crime, as if it were 
unavoidable." 

"Do you imagine Lucia would have fallen 
as the Signora did, however tempted, or that 
in Lucia's situation the signora would have walked 
innocently ? " 

" Ah ! I don't know enough of human nature 
to decide that: perhaps," added Lill, playfully. 
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"Lucia is too good; one is too sure she will 
always do right whatever happens." 

"A capital reason," replied Giuliani, " which 
means that virtue is a bore, and that an infusion 
of wickedness is indispensable to give zest to a 
heroine." 

'fDo you know, Mr. Giuliani, you are very 
much inclined to be unjust to me; you mis- 
construe into I don't know what absurd theory, 
a remark made in jest to finish off an argument, 
in which I was sensible I was getting defeated." 

"Forgive my rough speaking, Miss Tufton," 
said Giuliani, in an earnest voice. "I wished 
to warn one so young and gifted as you are, 
against acquiring the habit of finding satisfaction 
in pictures of what lowers human nature; try 
on the contrary, to seek pleasure only in that 
which elevates our being." 

Lill felt as impressible women do, when they 
receive a serious check for what they had in- 
tended as playfulness. She was half inclined to 
be angry, and half to cry ; however she continued 
her reading with a fair show of composure. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

HARD LESSONS. 

This conversation took place when two-thirds of 
Miss Tufton's dozen lessons had been received. 
It is time, therefore, to examine a little into the 
state of Mr. Giuliani's heart, after having been 
so long in a post of extreme danger. 

We have tried to describe the sort of man he 
was ; a man in every situation of life more likely 
to stiffen himself than to be pliant One who 
had voluntarily renounced a high personal posi- 
tion because it entailed the denial of his political 
principles; who had failed as a writer, because 
denied the liberty to write according to his con- 
science. One who was indifferent to the glitter 
of riches or pleasures : who was contented with 
an obscure sphere, whilst waiting for a fitting 
occasion to devote himself to his country usefully — 
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an occasion that he was convinced would soon 
occur — and in the meantime employing his cir- 
cumscribed leisure for the acquisition of know- 
ledge. This was the Giuliani Lill had met at 
Mrs. Caledon's. What neither kings nor govern- 
ments, nor " times out of joint," nor literary 
time-servers, had been able to do, a slight girl 
had effected. She had destroyed his healthy 
resignation, thrown every faculty of his soul into 
deadly struggle, keeping his spirit floating between 
two opposed influences, love and reason. 

Under his grave exterior, the continual war- 
fare raging between these inimical adversaries 
was difficult to discern. He had been at the 
first a little afraid of his own lively admiration 
for Lill, and had narrowly watched himself; but 
when he found that he had no feverish impa- 
tience to see her, that even the interval of a 
week (when, for some reason or other, she had 
put off a lesson), did not seem long to him, — he 
breathed freely, convinced that danger did not 
lurk for him even in her sweet presence. 

This happy conviction faded almost as rapidly 
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as it had sprung up. Giuliani was no self-in- 
dulgent dreamer. With the certitude that he 
loved Lill with all the concentrated energy of 
his nature, came also the knowledge that he had 
an enemy to conquer. Spare it to-day, and to- 
morrow it would be too late. Love held an 
inebriating cup to his lips, Reason snatched it 
away, took from it Hope, and gave it back to 
him, a bitter yet divine draught of struggle and 
suffering. His probing spirit had detected that 
though LilPs ingenuous trust in his judgment and 
unconscious adoption of his opinions, might be 
fostered into attachment, her heart did not spon- 
taneously incline towards his. That versatility 
of her impressions, which exercised so great a 
fascination over him, was but a reason the more 
for his protecting her against himself. He was 
neither a blind adorer nor a blind detractor of 
the sex; the two camps into which the men of 
his time seemed divided. He knew that good, 
strong-hearted women, were capable of the most 
sublime and unselfish missions ; women from out 
of whose infinite benevolence and gentleness, men 
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wearied of battling with the egotism of the world, 
could gather hope for the future and forgetful- 
ness of present evil. But Lill, lovely, sprightly 
Lill, with noble impulses, Was a spoilt child of 
fortune; acting from sentiment, with only con- 
fused notions of justice, without any firm con- 
victions of what was right or what wrong. Love 
her he did; avoid her he must. His first im- 
pulse was to leave Paris immediately, but he 
was not master of the situation. He had no 
money to live upon, except the produce of his 
teaching. 

A moment of escape offered itself to Giuliani ; 
the dozen lessons which Lill had asked for were 
at an end. He did meditate reminding her, did 
meditate excusing himself from further attend- 
ance on her ; but the weakness of human nature 
and the repugnance to seem to press the pecu- 
niary part of the affair on her notice, withheld 
him, and the happy occasion was lost. 

Lill, in the meanwhile, was greatly distress- 
ing herself as to how she was to manage to pay 
him. She had held the money in the hollow of 
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her hand during the thirteenth and fourteenth 
lessons. 

K If it were fifty or a hundred pounds," said 
she to herself, " it would not be so dreadful to 
do ; but a paltry sixty francs ! " 

She thought of confiding the task to Miss 
Crumpton, but she was afraid of the way her 
chaperone might acquit herself of the commission. 
Miss Crumpton was extremely particular about 
having receipts for every payment she made. 
Lill would never recover it, should Miss Crump- 
ton ask one from Mr. Giuliani. No: she must 
give the money herself, and she would spare 
him as much as possible by having no witness 
of the fact. 

In pursuance of this determination, she said 
to Miss Crumpton on the ensuing lesson day, — 

"lam going to pay Mr. Giuliani to-day. Give 
me the money, please; and, Crummie, just go 
out of the roon at five minutes to twelve. I 
am sure he would rather I paid him without 
anybody looking on." 

" Ah ! just as you please, my dear ; it's very 
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lucky your lessons are oyer before Sir Mark's 
return." 

"They are not over," replied LilL "I have 
begun another dozen. I did not exactly mean 
to do so, Crummie ; but somehow I had not the 
courage to say I did not wish for any more." 

Miss Crumpton was really vexed, and more- 
over frightened. A thought that had more than 
once troubled her lately, suddenly made her use 
now these warning words: 

« Take care what you are about, Lill ! " 

Lill turned at bay like a young lioness on the 
poor lady. 

" Pray what am I to take care of, Miss Crump- 
ton?* 

" I did not mean to offend you, my dear." 

"But you do offend me. What irretrievable 
scrape is there in having two dozen, instead of one 
dozen Italian lessons ?" 

The door-bell rang, or probably Miss Crumpton 
would have very sufficiently succeeded in opening 
Lill's eyes to the feelings Giuliani entertained 
towards her ; in short, played the part of destiny, 
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as it was not unlikely that the knowledge that 
she was adored by a man for whom she felt such 
respect and esteem, might have so wrought on 
Lill, as to make her give him her maiden heart 
in return. However, fate willed the door-bell 
should ring, and prevent Miss Crumpton's answer. 
It was not Mr. Giuliani, as the ladies had antici- 
pated, but a letter from England, and from Sir 
Mark. In spite of all her show of bravery, Lill 
opened it with trembling fingers, that betrayed 
an inner trepidation, her eyes glancing eagerly 
over Sir Mark's extremely well-written epistle. 

Sir Mark, who always wrote agreeably, as if to 
make sure that no line of his should ever hang him, 
surpassed himself in his present composition. He 
was affectionate, and actually liberal in deeds as 
well as words. He began by apologizing to his 
granddaughter for being a remiss correspondent — 
wished to know if Miss Tufton were still pleased 
with Paris, and if she could make up her mind 
to remain there a little longer — till Easter per- 
haps ? He had unexpected business which would 
probably detain him until then. London was 
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empty ; no gaiety — never was till after April. He 
enclosed a letter of credit on Hottinguer and Co. 
for household expenses ; he believed it was ample 
enough to allow her also to amuse herself as much 
as she liked. 

Lill drew a long breath, like one relieved of a 
load, and gave the letter of credit to Miss Crump- 
ton, saying,— 

"To bfe so generous and so very kind Sir 
Mark must be ill : however, Cousin Crumpton, 
set your mind at rest, the evil hour you antici- 
pated for me is adjourned." 

It was with great elation of spirits at what was 
unavowedly a happy reprieve, and forgetful of 
either warning or offence, that Lill received her 
Italian master. She was at a flower-stand when 
he came in, trying to twine some ivy branches 
round the bars. The face she turned towards 
him was as bright as ever that of Aurora appeared 
in dreams to poet or painter. 

" Please come here and help me," she said. 
He went to her side. 

. " No, no, not that way, Mr. Giuliani," as he 
vol. i. 10 
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attempted to weave in the branch she gave him. 
"You are forcing it against it's will: don't you 
know that even creepers have a will of their 
own?" 

€€ Indeed I did not; I am a thorough ignoramus 
about flowers." 

"But you love them, I hope." 

€€ I enjoy them when I see them ; but they are 
not a necessity of my life." 

u Oh, I am sorry to hear you say that ! I am 
so fond of them, and they are so grateful for 
fondness. At home, the first thing I Jdo in the 
morning is to run out and look at my flowers, and 
I have a positive remorse if I see one drooping ; 
I know it is through my neglect ; I water it, 
and presently up rises its sweet head, as if to 
thank me," and while Lill spoke she was busy 
tying up her plants, or relieving them from old 
blossoms or withered leaves, all of which she 
put quite naturally into Giuliani's hands, her 
own small white fingers touching his at every 
moment. 

Miss Crumpton had been over-anxious to obey 
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Lill's injunction, and had left the room before 
Giuliani's arrival. 

His pupil was so confiding, so gentle, so almost 
affectionate in her manner towards him, that the 
master had a wild desire to catch her in his arms, 
and tell her that he worshipped her. While he 
remained silent from his extreme emotion, she 
talked on to him ; but he did not seize the sensfe 
of her words for the dull, heavy sound in his 
ears; his head felt as if bursting. Could he have 
thought at all, he would have been afraid he was 
in danger of a fit 

u There, thank you," said Lill, moving away 
from the jardiniere. " If you lived in the country, 
and had a garden of your own, you would soon 
adore flowers." 

She was at the table busy with her desk, he 
standing always motionless where she had been. 
She came back to him. 

t€ Mr. Giuliani," speaking now in a low voice, 
"you know I owe you something," and with the 
deepest of blushes she held out a little packet* 
in which were three napoleons. 

10—2 
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He was sobered at once, and the cc thank you " 
with which he received the money had reference 
rather to the service so unconsciously rendered 
to him, of bringing him back to his senses, than 
to the money she gave him. 

That day's trials were not at an end for him. 

Lill was reading Dante, and this day she had to 

read the end of the fifth canto— the story, in fact, 

of Paolo and Francesca. When she reached the 

line — 

" Amor, ch' a null' amato, amar perdona.'* 

he started up, saying abruptly, — 

" I must interrupt you ; we lost some of our 
time to-day. I have a pressing engagement; 
you can read the remaining page to yourself, and 
prepare the sixth canto for next time." 

Many years after Giuliani read in his diary -at 
the note made of that lesson these words, — 

" If I were twenty-one, instead of thirty-one, 
I should be a happy blockhead this day — being 
thirty-one instead of twenty-one, I am a blockhead 
without the happiness. How enchanting she was 
to me — familiar as with a dear brother — yet with 
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a touch of shyness that would not have existed 
between brother and sister. 

"What the deuce 1 was I ignorant when I 
adopted the career of a teacher — was I ignorant 
that I was no longer to be a man, but a species 
of monk or father-confessor — that I was to be 
dead to all the temptations of youth, beauty, and 
grace, to the sweetness of an angel ? It went very 
well with me for years. I have seen rosy cheeks, 
sparkling eyes, pretty creatures enough to turn 
any masculine head, and I declare to heaven, 
they might have been so many dolls for aught 
I cared. Last year those two sisters from 
England, so noble, gentle, lovely, even kindly, 
never hurried my pulse. I had come to believe 
myself bomb-proof. Query. — What's to be done 
now? 

" Answer. — Cut off your right hand, pluck 
out your right eye if it offend you." The next 
words showed by a change in the colour of 
the ink, that they had been added at another 
time. 

"I have never been able to absolve Othello 
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for his theft of Desdemona, No matter that 
she was willing, or her father unreasonable — if 
indeed he were so — of which fact I know no- 
thing. Capital Shakspeare ! how he prepares that 
through that rent in the armour of her discre- 
tion, a doubt may be shot into Othello's mind as 
to his bride's truth. 

" There is a spice of Othello in every man, the 
less or the more makes a tragedy or a comedy. 
Probably I have a larger dose. Miss Ponsonby 
compared this English Pearl to Desdemona, when 
noticing her neatness in all the delicate works 
of women. As far as I am concerned this Pearl 
shall receive no injury, not have a flaw in her 
perfection, to be discovered by a microscope. 
She might pity me, might lend her ear to my 
sad story. I shall not tell it to her. A man 
does not cry out. when he is hurt Heroics! I 
declare ; well, I am ready to laugh at them, and 
write myself down no hero — but an ass." 
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CHAPTER Xni. 

UNDER STRANGE CIRCUMSTANCES. 

Possibly the hiatus between these two para- 
graphs, marks the moment when Giuliani might 
have retreated, and did not, from the temptation 
Lill's presence was for him* The period when 
he invoked the sacred injunction as a guide, and 
did not obey its behests. The spirit of the last 
observation is unlike that of the first: there is 
in it a perceptible subtle protest against himself 
and a recorded promise in favour of his pupiL 

One morning that Lill was on her way to call 
on Lady Ponsonby, she saw her ladyship and 
Alicia in the street. She pulled the check-string, 
and jumping out of the carriage, joined them, 
saying,— 

" I was on my way to you." 

" If you will wait a few minutes for me," said 
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Lady Ponsonby, "I shall be home again. We 
are going to Giuliani's apartments with one or 
two little presents ; it is his fete day, and we 
don't wish him to feci himself alone in a foreign 
land." , 

ts Oh ! let me go with you, will you ? " asked 
Lill. "I am sorry I did not know sooner, but 
I can leave my pencil case with your presents. 
I don't think he will care for its not being new." 

Lady Ponsonby had nothing to say against 
this arrangement. There was no impropriety in 
Lill's giving her master a pencil-case, nor in 
her gift being left with those of her ladyship. 
Still Lady Ponsonby would rather not have met 
Lill at that instant. Giuliani's porter when asked 
for the key of the apartment by Lady Ponsonby, 
who was well known to him, answered, — 

'• Monsieur est chez lui, madame." 

"Well, what will you do now?" asked Lady 
Ponsonby, turning to Lill. 

"Let us go up by all means," replied Lill, 
laughing. te How surprised he will be to see me ! " 

Surprised was scarcely the word to describe 
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Giuliani's sensations, when on opening his door 
he descried LilPs bright face pefeping from behind 
Alicia. 

" The devil plays against me," thought he. 

The ladies entered the little salon, Lady Pon- 
sonby explaining how she had met Miss Tufton, 
and brought her with her, carefully taking all the 
responsibility of the act on herself. 

LilPs beautiful eyes grew actually round with 
astonishment, when she saw on the table the 
bread and the square of chocolate, which Giuliani 
had been in the act of eating when they went 
in; a clasp-knife like that used by English 
labourers to cut their bread and cheese, lay by 
the bread. 

After the first shock was over, Giuliani was 
glad that Lill should see his poverty in all its 
reality; he knew that things imagined have often 
a charm which vanishes when witnessed. He 
fancied that henceforth any idea of equality 
between herself and him would cease, and that 
thus his task of self-control would be very 
easy. 
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The contrary of this occurred. The sight 
touched the warmest springs of LilTs heart A 
gentleman so excellent, so accomplished, living 
in this way, without any one to wait on him — 
she felt wild to say something kind, to do some- 
thing to show how much she respected him ; and 
yet oppressed by a new-born timidity, she re- 
mained for a little like one ill at ease. 

Giuliani had, however, one of those sincere, im- 
mutable natures which, though not of the kind 
to conduce to self-advancement, always leaves a 
man master of himselt 

. He was now so perfectly unembarrassed, ex- 
plaining how he came to be so late in break- 
fasting; so little in need of encouragement, that 
Lill forgot to feel awkward for him, and began 
flitting about the room, reading the titles of 
books, examining the map of Italy, the pipes 
ranged against the wall, and trying to get a 
peep down into the street 

In the meanwhile, Lady Ponsonby was busy 
spreading a thick cover on the table, as she said 
to prevent his fingers from being numbed with 
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writing on the cold marble, while Alicia was 
adorning his lamp with a shade composed of the 
tricolour of Italy. 

"Tante e tante grazie, Madonne mi," said 
Giuliani, "if I had had a presentiment of my 
£ood fortune, I should have tried to be prepared 
with a sonnet." Lill was standing apart, wishing 
to present her pencil case, but seized with a fit 
of shyness not to be overcome. 

"I think I have something better worth your 
attention than these meerschaums, Miss Tufton," 
said Giuliani, as he drew out one of the drawers 
below his sofa; and taking from it a wooden 
box, he arranged before the young lady a col- 
lection of plaster casts of the monuments of 
.Rome. 

" My kindest of pupils, Valentine, brought me 
these remembrances from home." 

" Are you a Roman, Mr. Giuliani ? " 

"An Italian born in the Romagna," was the 
answer. 

Lill said, going to the map, " Show me where 
that is," 
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" You see, Lady Ponsonby," exclaimed Giuliani, 
"that in England there is about as much known 
of Italy as of China." 

"That is not a just accusation, Mr. Giuliani," 
returned Lill, with spirit " If you were to be 
told I came from Staffordshire, or Shropshire, 
would you know exactly where to put your finget 
on those counties in an English map ? " 

" But the Roman Legation is a state, not a 
shire, Miss Tufton; as much a state as either 
Scotland or Ireland. By the way," turning to 
Lady Ponsonby, "do you see that the Tuscans 
are beginning to join in the hymns of praise to 
the Pope, and manifesting a considerable degree 
of aversion to their own government" 

"Everything that seemed most unlikely to 
come to pass appears now about to happen," said 
Lady Ponsonby. "Indeed, after the miracle of 
a Pope being chief of the party of progress I 
have begun to expect to live to see an Italy 
independent and free." 

" It is difficult to expect regeneration from such 
v a source as a Pope," replied Giuliani. "The 
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man as a man, I believe to be honest and bene* 
volent; I allow it, but he is the head of a body 
which holds to influence, riches, dignities ; and to 
preserve these Pius IX. or any other Pope will 
be constrained by the princes of the Church to 
retain temporal power ; and the Pope as temporal 
sovereign, must prevent the union and indepen- 
dence of Italy. Nevertheless I hail the daily 
increasing agitation, and the forthcoming disorder. 
Fire and sword are before us; let them come, 
they bring a resurrection —life not death." 

Alicia, who had not been speaking, remarked 
that notwithstanding Giuliani's interest in the sub- 
ject on which he was conversing, his eye was 
always seeking the pretty head bending over the 
casts of Roman monuments. Lill had untied 
her bonnet, and taken off her gloves, and alto- 
gether she looked as if she were at home; and 
not the least like a fine lady under strange cir- 
cumstances. 

The striking of the clock made Giuliani start, 
and reminded him that time was not his own. 
" I must go," he said ; " Miss Tufton knows that 
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pupils do not like to be made to wait. I see 
her sometimes look significantly at the clock, 
when I am five minutes late ; and to-day, I give 
my first lesson to a very great and very biwy 
lady, who entreated me to be punctual, as every 
hour of her day was allotted to some particular 
pursuit " 

He accompanied the ladies down stairs, handed 
Lady Ponsonby and Lill into the carriage,— Alicia 
had declined going with them, — bowed, and Lill 
saw him walk away by the side of Miss Ponsonby. 
The sight of the elegant equipage, the spirited 
horses, the powdered men servants, obliterated 
the pleasant homely picture of Lill seated in his 
room. " A precious fool I am," was the agreeable 
conclusion he came to. 

The first words Lill said to Lady Ponsonby 
were, — 

* e I had not courage to give the pencil-case 
to Mr. Giuliani." 

" Perhaps it was better not," said Lady Pon- 
sonby; "it is always awkward for a man to 
receive presents from a young lady." 
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"Miss Ponsonby gave him one." 

" Alicia ? Oh I that's a different affair. Alicia 
can scarcely be called a young lady; and do 
yon not see they are on the terms of brother 
and sister, or rather, to give up a hackneyed 
and not a true comparison, like honest friends.'* 
And here the conversation dropped. 

Although no list has been furnished of the 
gaieties which occupied Lill's evenings during 
the period of her Italian lessons, it must be 
understood that her routine of engagements was 
in no [way interfered with by her new studies. 
Many were the glimpses Giuliani had of her on 
her way to balls; and each time he received a 
new warning of the impracticability of sympathy 
between their lives. But this was not quite so 
impossible as he imagined. After having danced 
a whole evening with men, young, fashionable, 
and, for the most part, rich and titled, Lill, on 
her return home, would subject them to a criti- 
cism, which testified to her shrewdness, and 
showed that these partners of a quadrille and a 
waltz had no chance of interesting her heart. 
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Hitherto Lill had reflected little on any subject ; 
the habit of thinking out a thought is not a 
general one; and the curiously far-seeing per- 
spicacity which she had at moments lasted but 
the length of a moment. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

CLOUDS. 

These came an epoch in which not only RobeUo's 
grammar and Dante were discussed between 
master and pupil, but music, painting, poetry 
were talked over with spirit; when sometimes 
the melody of LilPs voice had rendered Mr. 
Giuliani deaf to the striking of the noonday hour. 
The progress of many things in this world is 
never verified until a great change has been 
effected. For instance, the course of a river 
eating away the soil, and creating picturesque 
windings, where formerly none existed; or the 
growth of a great national idea, and still more 
the influence of mind on mind. Many sow the 
seed who are not destined to reap the harvest. 
Thus the intercourse primarily with Mr. Giu- 
liani, and secondarily with the Ponsonbys, was 
vol. L 11 
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giving to Lill a wider mental view, a clearer 
perception of good and evil. She began to live 
tinder more delicate laws than those which had 
ruled her when she first came to Paris. One 
proof of this was, that her belief that she had 
a right to meet tyranny by cunning was uprooted. 
She would not for the world that Mr. Giuliani 
should know of her management with regard to 
her lessons. She acknowledged to herself that 
she needed a firm hand to guide and protect 
her from the sallies of her own imagination. 

But the pleasant intercourse alluded to above, 
had come to an end. Mr. Giuliani's renewed 
reserve held out against the winning kindness 
of Lill's manner. The same incident had affected 
them differently ; his pride had enlisted itself on 
the side of his judgment He fancied that the 
greater gentleness he observed in his pupil, im- 
mediately after her visit to his apartments, was 
the effect of compassion ; that the vanishing of 
that little asperity with which she had seasoned 
their arguments, denoted that she no longer 
spoke to him as an equal; he must show her 
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that he would neither permit her to be his bene- 
factress, nor to patronize him; and accordingly 
he stiffened himself once more into the character 
of a pedagogue. 

Lill, distanced bj this invulnerable reserve, 
began to care less for her lessons; she resolved 
to take no more after the end of the second 
dozen. She began even to reckon on their 
close, though it made her a little melancholy to 
think that Mr. Giuliani had lost his first good- 
will towards her. After having thought over 
her behaviour to him, she found only one cause 
for self-accusation; the tacit deception practised 
against Sir Mark ; but that was no wrong surely 
to Mr. Giuliani. She had, however, an intuition 
that Giuliani .would view it as an offence. 

Just as Lill was making sure that her lessons 
would be finished before her grandfather's arrival, 
she received a second letter, notifying his imme- 
diate return, and desiring Miss Tufton to provide 
a small but elegant and comfortable suite of rooms 
for a lady, a particular friend of his. The 
apartment was not to be in the same house they 

11—2 
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occupied, but in the vicinity. Sir Mark men- 
tioned that Edward Tufton would accompany him 
to Paris. 

Something in the tone of this letter startled 
Lill. It was less carefully worded, and she 
fancied she traced in it signs of disquietude, as 
though he were vexed or uneasy. 

" I wonder who the lady can be ? " crooned 
Miss Crumpton. "It can't be Mrs. Tufton, or 
he would ask her here, as Edward is coming 
over ; nor his cousin, Mrs. Blake. She's too old 
to travel ; besides, he hates her. Nor that pretty 
Miss Stavely he used to talk so much about. 
Dr. Stavely wouldn't let his daughter be in 
apartments by herself; nor—" 

"Oh! Crummie," interrupted Lill, "how can 
you go on stringing together the most unlikely 
people for Sir Mark to have anything to do 
with! Depend upon it, it's some middle-aged 
widow, he fancies himself in love with." 

" Lill, my dear, I wish you would not talk 
in that flighty manner about Sir Mark." 

"It does seem strange to myself that I talk 
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so," said Lill, a little sadly. "I had almost for- 
gotten my old ways. You see how easily I am 
influenced; one person makes me good and an- 
other bad." 

te My dear, what can be the matter with you ? " 
asked Miss Crumpton. 

" It's the horrible change I foresee in our lives, 
Crummie, that's worrying me. However, we 
can't talk about it just now, I must go and get 
my books ready; it is close on Mr. Giuliani's 
hour." 

"Lill, I do beg of you to give up these 
Italian lessons before Sir Mark comes; do, my 
dear girl, they will get you and me into a scrape 
for no use ; and Lord knows what may be the 
consequence. You will do me the justice, my 
dear, to allow that I always did object to them." 

"I will bear witness to that, Crummie," said 
LilL 

(i It's not to save myself from a little more or 
less rudeness from Sir Mark, I say so," replied 
Miss ^Crumpton; "it's to pacify my conscience. 
Now, Lill, don't fly off! listen to me. I don't 




166 WHO BREAKS— PAYS. 

approve of Mr. Giuliani, he takes too much on 
himself. I sit by and set more than you think 
for. What business has he always to be lectur- 
ing and advising you ? " 

" You are all wrong, Crummie," said Lfll, in 
a sort of exhausted voice ; u but it doea not 
matter now. I intend this to be the last lesson. 
Are you satisfied ? " 

When Mr. Giuliani came in he observed at 
once the disturbed faces of the two ladies; but 
had he overheard Miss Crumpton's opinion of 
him he could not have devoted himself more 
carefully to the ostensible reason for his being in 
Miss Tufton's boudoir. He was patience itself 
with the endless mistakes Lill made; he waited 
quietly to discover the cause of her absence of 
mind, which, as the lesson proceeded, he did not 
doubt regarded himself. 

" I have been annoyed this morning," said Lill, 
after a more glaring blunder than the preceding 
ones. 

"Only an annoyance, I trust, and not any 
r of importance," he replied, calmly. 
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She closed her eyes violently, to press back the 
tears of vexation that were ready to fall. Why 
did he speak in that unfeeling tone, when most 
of her discomfort was about him ? When she 
looked at Giuliani again, he saw the repressed 
tears hanging like drops of dew on her long eye- 
lashes. 

" Mr. Giuliani," she said, impetuously, " may 
I reckon on you as a friend? " 

He looked surprised, and a shade of distrust, 
innate and common to all Italians, darkened his 
face as he answered, — 

"In as far as your Italian master can presume 
to be your friend, Miss Tufton." 

Lill, more and more dissatisfied, said petu- 
lantly — 

"Had Miss Ponsonby asked you the same 
question, that is not the answer you would have 
made." 

" It is so different," he said, gently. 

Lill sat silent, patting the book before her with 
her pencil-case, greatly minded to tell him frankly 
how she had acted with regard to her lessons; 
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but she dreaded his keen way of going to the 
bottom of every subject, and feared to give him 
an opportunity of making her own that she had 
taken lessons, because she wanted to pay back 
the opera ticket, knowing him to be so poor. 

He, on his side, studied her face, which was 
an honest witness to some struggle going on in 
her mind. Observing, however, that Miss Crump- 
ton's attention was excited by the protracted 
silence, he said, — 

"Forgive what may have seemed a churlish 
reply to a question which only does me too much 
honour. I am ready to serve you to the utmost 
of my power." 

"Thank you; I asked you if I might reckon 

on you as a friend because I am going " She 

began again. " What I wish is, that you should 
not quarrel with me or consider me capricious," 
another pause. At last she added, " I don't think 
I must take any more lessons." 

He was really astonished, and recollecting the 
appearance of disturbance in the two ladies when 
he arrived, he felt sure that behind this sudden 
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determination there lurked something painful or 
offensive to himself. Maintaining, however, a 
composed exterior, he drew out his memorandum 
book, glanced over it, and remarked,— 

"In fact, you have only two more lessons of 
the second dozen to receive." 

"Can I have a double lesson to-day and to- 
morrow ? " inquired Lill, with growing embarrass- 
ment. 

Giuliani could not resist saying, — 

u Are you going to leave Paris ?" and as he 
spoke, his heart contracted with a spasm. 

" No, not yet ;" then hurriedly, as if compelled 
by the interrogative, searching gaze of his eye, 
she stammered out, "Sir Mark is coming back 
directly." 

Giuliani understood it all in a minute. 

€€ And you are afraid of his finding me here ?" 
She did not answer. " I should be sorry to be 
the cause of any dilemma to you; to myself, 
the game of cache-cache is peculiarly distaste- 
ful!'* 

He was standing up, hat in hand, silent and 
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abashed, Lill placed a tiny packet on the table, 
similar to the one she had given him at the end 
of her first dozen lessons. He opened the paper, 
saw within three napoleons. 

" Ten lessons only, Miss Tufton," and he laid 
down two five franc pieces before her, blessing 
Providence that he happened to have them to 
return. 

With a bow to Lill, and one to Miss Crumpton, 
he was gone. 

"There, we have banished a real gentleman, 
Crummie dear!" said Lill, protecting her face 
from her chaperone's scrutiny by looking oat of 
the window. "We see so many in Sir Mark's 
house, that we can easily spare one from the 
number." Suddenly raising her voice from quiet 
irony to passionate excitement, she went on : " Do 
you know, cousin Crumpton, yon are my Mephis- 
topheles. I should never have had the audacity 
to do what I have done to-day to shelter myself, 
but for you and your terrified fece." 

Miss Crumpton shook herjhead, and sat patiently 
enduring the storm — truth to say, so refoved by 
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the renunciation of the Italian lessons as to be 
case-proof against anything, Lill might say ; btrt 
Lill gathered her books together in silence, a 
great knot tightening her throat as she closed 
Dante. 

"There's an end of one piece of happiness," 
was her inward ejaculation. Then unable any 
longer to bear the sight of Miss Crumpton trying 
to look sympathizing, and yet with her attention 
engrossed by her work, she retreated to her own 
bedroom. She stared long out of the window, 
wondering at those numerous strangers who 
pass — pass perpetually through the streets of a 
great town, wondering what their aim, for what 
their eager movements on foot, on horseback, in 
carriages, thinking that perhaps they were all 
straining after some luxury, some pleasure. She 
felt a sort of consternation, knowing those so 
busied mortals to be also immortals. How 
strangely insignificant were these houses caHed 
mansions [ and hotels, merely larger nests than 
the birds make! How high the skies above the 
loftiest I how puzzling that for this crowd, and 
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other similar crowds, running races after such 
puerile prizes, a Supreme Being should have 
suffered in order that they should inhabit the 
same Heaven as Himself. 

Be grateful Lill to Giuliani. Let the tears 
drop swiftly from your eyes for the loss of his 
society; he has a right to your eternal gratitude; 
he has taught you to raise your eyes above the 
sky line that has hitherto been their boundary. 

Ruth, her maid, came to inquire at what hour 
Miss Tufton would require the carriage. 

" I shall not want it to-day," she said, without 
turning from the window. 

No sooner was Ruth gone than she repented 
her decision. What was she to do with the 
afternoon? She was disinclined for everything 
that had occupied her yesterday or the day before. 
She went to lunch with the wish, unfelt for weeks, 
that some one would call. 

Miss Crumpton took the opportunity of remind- 
ing her of Sir Mark's commission* No, Lill 
could not be worried with that to-day. The 
letter had only arrived in the morning, next 
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day would be time enough; well! perhaps she 
might go and ask Mrs. Caledon, if she could 
recommend her any apartments. 

Mrs. Caledon was at home, and held Miss 
Tufton's two hands in hers to express her joy 
at seeing the dear girl again; such a stranger 
as she had lately been! Lill could not return 
this warmth, and ill at ease with herself, she 
was ill at ease with others. She set aside Mrs. 
Caledon's coaxing ways, and abruptly entered 
on the subject that had brought her there. The 
good-natured woman was full of empressement 
to help in obtaining the required apartments for 
the "Anonyma," as she nicknamed Sir Mark's 
mysterious friend. She recollected having seen 
a delightful entresol in the Rue de la Madeleine, 
the very thing for a single lady. "It had tliis 
advantage, it had that convenience; and really 
the person who wished to let it, was so charm* 
ing and delightful, quite a lady. She had a 
son in Algiers, and the way she spoke of her 
dear soldier, and the way she described her feel- 
ings, the feelings of a mother separated from 
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her son, actually made her cry," wound up Mrs, 
Caledon, her eyes ready to do homage again to 
the interesting lodging-keeper's eloquence. 

Mrs. Caledon's couleur de rose representations 
set LilTs teeth on edge, who was just now look- 
ing at everything through a very black medium : 
with irrepressible impatience she replied, — 

" If it were paradise itself, my dear Mrs; 
Caledon, and the landlady an angel, it can't do; 
I explained to you that Sir Mark particularized 
that the apartment was to be near us:" she 
jumped up with the intention of going away. 

"And you really have no idea who the lady 
is? " inquired Mrs. Caledon for the third time. 

" We have been puzzling over it all the morn- 
ing," here put in Miss Crumpton. " Miss Tufton 
says it can't be Mr. Blake nor Mrs. Tufton." 

a Nor any one we ever heard of," interrupted 
LiU. 

Mrs. Caledon now began to discern the cloud 
on her young visitor's brow, and being a wonder- 
fully penetrating woman, she guessed that it 
was caused by the young lady's jealousy of any 
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strange influence over Sir Mark. Her next 
remark showed where her ideas were ; she said,- — 

" Sir Mark is certainly very young looking 
of his age." 

" Seventy next birthday," pronounced Miss 
Crumpton. 

" Ah ! then I think you may make yourself 
easy about the occupant of the apartment, my 
dear Miss Tuftan. It's not likely at that age, 
and it's just as well; men are so very contra- 
dictory — not to seem apprehensive of anything 
of that sort ; you understand me, dear ! " 

No, Lill did not understand, and did not care 
to understand; she thought Mrs. Caledon more 
incoherent and more stupid than usual 

Other visitors came in, and Mrs. Caledon 
went through a similar ceremony to that she 
had used with Miss Tufton, holding their two 
hands, and reproaching them with their long 
absence, and exclaiming at her joy in seeing 
them, and at their goodness in coming to 
see her. 

In Lill's state of mind it was like a scene in 
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a comedy, meant to caricature the empty inflation 
of worldly intercourse, yet she had witnessed 
many similar displays without any such disgust. 
She must play her part though, for Mrs. Caledon 
was relating how her dear young friend was 
seeking for a pleasant, small apartment, for a 
lady coming to Paris. But it must be in the 
Champs Elys^es. Ah! but for that condition 
each of the new-comers had one to recommend. 

Lill hereupon deliberately rose; Mrs. Caledon 
in a half pathetic voice found fault with her 
for being in a hurry ; ' the last words almost 
doubling the length of the visit 

The instant Lill returned home, she made out 
a list of books, and despatched one of the foot- 
men to Galignani's; no use to bring her the 
first and second volumes of anything, she must 
have a whole set at once. She felt as if she 
should read all night. The book sent to her 
was Alton Locke; it was one that six months 
previous she would never have read fifty pages 
of, as at that time, as we know already, she 
never read anything except what she called 
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"interesting scenes." The page at which the 
book opened, at once fixed her attention. Surely 
these were the very same opinions she had heard 
at the Ponsonbys' ; then there were other people, 
and downright English people also, who had such 
sentiments about the poor and the rich. Hitherto, 
though half inclined to believe that the Pon- 
sonbys and her Italian master might be sometimes 
right, still in her heart of hearts there had lurked 
a suspicion that their ideas were very extravagant, 
and terribly republican. Lill's notions, by the by, 
of republicanism were drawn from descriptions 
she had read of scenes in the American senate- 
house, and from satirical works on the habits of 
those on the other side of the Atlantic. 

In Alton Locke were the same prophecies of 
evils to come from the terrible inequalities of 
class and wealth, the same deprecations of the 
consequences, she had listened to at the Pon- 
sonbys'. The more she read, the more the 
conviction grew that Giuliani and the Ponsonbys 
were better and wiser than those of her own 
society, for Lill was thoroughly patriotic, and 
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this endorsement of their opinions by an English- 
man gave a validity to the sentiments of her 
new acquaintances* She read on till the small 
hoars of the night, and mixing with the interest 
of her book, ran an under-current of vexation, 
sorrow, and scorn, at the pettiness of her own 
conduct that morning. After her bravado* too, 
that she should defy Sir Mark on the subject 
of her Italian lessons, to have lowered her flag 
before a shot was fired. She really could not 
explain to herself her sudden fit of cowardice — 
it had been a panic. 

Lill went to bed in a sort of despair, but the 
morning light inspired a more hopeful view of 
the case. She would go to Lady Ponsonby and 
tell her the exact truth from beginning to end, 
and beg her ladyship to ask Mr. Giuliani to 
forgive and make friends with her. After having 
on the preceding evening viewed her fault as 
irreparable, she now each moment believed it 
easy of remedy. No sooner did she begin to 
be reconciled with herself, than she considered 
that Giuliani would be reconciled to her also. 
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What did she know yet of those stings to a man's 
self-respect or self-love, which are more difficult to 
forgive than the theft of half one's fortune ? 

At breakfast Lill told Miss Crumpton of her 
intention to call early on Lady Ponsonby: that 
she should go thither in a hackney coach, and 
be back hi time to hunt for lodgings in the 
afternoon. 

Miss Crumpton said nothing, as usual, but she 
ate her toast with an air of meditation which 
made her silence indicative of the contrary of 
consent Lill unfortunately for herself, was one 
of those who always, even when taking her own 
way, desired that those about her should ap- 
prove of what she did. Many rash, even bold 
acts was she guilty of; but she was timid at 
heart, and extremely alive to disapprobation. 
The weakest person, one for whose judgment 
she had no respect, and for Miss Crumpton's 
she certainly had none, even one against whom 
she rebelled as she did against Sir Mark, had 
nevertheless always the power to make her waver 
in her purposes. 

12—2 
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"Why don't you like the Ponsonbys, Crummie?" 
she now asked, in consequence of the old lady's 
taciturn opposition. 

" If I am to speak frankly, my love, because 
they are not like other people: really one does 
not know what to talk to them about. Miss Pon- 
sonby puts on a look, if one but happens to speak 
of dress, as if it were an improper subject for 
a woman. There's always something queer 
about clever ladies; and when I was a girl I 
remember being advised to keep clear of them. 
In a book I was reading the other day it was 
remarked, that it was a positive blessing now-a- 
days to find a woman who could do nothing. 
Sir Mark for one cannot endure learned ladies; 
and my poor father used to say, that when a woman 
had so much head she had precious little heart." 

The spell that had been cast by the old lady's 
silence, was broken by her loquacity, and Lill 
sent for a coach and proceeded alone to call 
on Lady Ponsonby. Till she heard that her 
ladyship was at home, she had never had any 
doubts as to her reception; then it flashed on 
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her, that perhaps Mr. Giuliani had complained 
of her, and they would perhaps be very angry 
with her, she felt inclined to run away again. 

"I have come to complain of your friend, 
Mr. Giuliani, Lady Ponsonby," said Lill, with 
not a bad assumption of fine lady indifference 
as she entered the room. 

"Indeed! how can he have deserved your 
blame?" asked her ladyship in a soft acce 
of reproach. 

' Alicia, who had but one yea and one nay, 
looked the serious displeasure she felt 

€t Now, Lady Ponsonby, tell me," went on Lill, 
" has Mr. Giuliani told you of our quarrel ? " 

" Of no quarrel, my dear child, but of a little 
misunderstanding caused by a kind heart and a 
giddy head," returned her ladyship. 

"Yes, that is it exactly," said Lill, won into 
candour and gentleness by the tone of Lady Pon- 
sonby's voice. " You take all naughtiness out of 
me, dear Lady Ponsonby. But I meant no iarm, 
no disrespect to Mr. Giuliani, I assure you." 

"I am certain you did not: but why make 
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any mystery of so simple an act as haying a 
few Italian lessons ? " 

" You don't know Sir Mark, Lady Ponsonby: " 
here there was a little pause. "May I tell you 
quite the truth, you won't be angry, nor Miss 
Ponsonby neither ? " 

Encouraged by kindly assurances Loll said, €€ I 
wanted to help Mr. Giuliani; I have never done 
any good in my life, and I wished to make up 
to him for having forced him to buy that foolish 
opera ticket; and Sir Mark would have insulted 
him, had he met him giving me lessons, perhaps, 
not even let me pay him : " Lill's delicate com- 
plexion crimsoned more and more with every 
word she spoke. €c I don't know how it is," she 
added, u but everything I try to do right, turns 
out wrong : I am so sorry." 

"Poor child! I am sure you are; I will under- 
take to set everything right between yon and 
Mr. Giuliani." 

" You must not tell him that I took the lessons 
to give him money, — oh! pray don't; I would 
rather he thought ill of me all my life." 
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" You are a dear, generous-hearted creature," said 
Lady Ponsonby. " Trust me, my child, I will not 
hurt our friend's feelings ; I believe he will be so 
comforted to have you vindicated, that he will not 
be at all sensitive as to your wish to assist him. 
Have you no idea how painful it is to suspect 
a friend of being unworthy of our esteem ? " 

"You don't think he will mind my trying to 
help him?" 

" Not at all," interrupted Alicia. " Mr. Giuliani 
gave you instruction against its current price in 
francs. He is therefore under no obligation : you 
did not give him money without having more than 
an equivalent. His is a commerce as respectable 
as any in the world, though perhaps the least 
lucrative. And as to his feeling any inferiority, 
because he is a teacher — I confess / feel the 
superiority to be all on his side, inasmuch as 
knowledge and the experiences of a hard-spent 
but honourable life are superior to the white 
paper of a girlish mind. I don't ask you to 
adopt my theories, however ; indeed one is always 
wrong to borrow other people's ideas." 
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" I never dreamed of Mr. Giuliani's being in- 
ferior to me, Miss Ponsonby; I know he is a 
gentleman born. I am very sorry for the instant's 
pain I gave; and I would ask his pardon, but he 
will not give me an opportunity.'* 

C€ There is no necessity for making windmills 
into giants," said Lady Ponsonby; "and that is 
what I think we are doing now." 

"Tell Mr. Giuliani, I do beg he will come 
and see me," was Lill Tufton's whispered re- 
quest as she took leave of Lady Ponsonby. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

MAN PROPOSES. 

In answer to Lady Ponsonby's explanation, Giu- 
liani replied: "I see that in being so angry 
I have been more childish than my poor pupil. 
It is better to be born lucky than wise; and 
Miss Tufton and I have had a fortunate escape 
out of a false position. Be so good, my dear 
friend, as to make my apologies to the young 
lady for my rough behaviour, and assure her 
of my entire respect" 

When he was gone Alicia observed: 

"He feels it more than he would have it 
imagined." 

" Better the acquaintance should end now than 
later," said her mother. 

"It is not this rupture that will end it," was 
what Alicia thought, but did not say. 
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This explanation, coupled with several messages 
from Lill, caused the Italian a great contention 
of mind. His excessive annoyance at her con- 
duct supplied a gauge by which he could measure 
the attraction she had for him. He was no boy, 
unaccustomed to reflect on his actions and to 
weigh their probable consequences. He turned 
the subject, therefore, of any further intercourse 
with Miss Tufton round and round, viewing it 
in many lights. Though a man not to abuse 
the opportunities afforded him as a teacher, yet 
once freed from the responsibility of what he 
considered a post of confidence, nothing but his 
own will need prevent him from openly wooing 
her, as any other man of her acquaintance might 
do. In seeking her love, he should break none 
of God's commandments, he made light of the 
world's law, that none but the rich should mate 
with the rich. Except in fortune there was no 
other inequality of circumstances between them. 
He was as well born, as well educated. 

Giuliani had no want of manly self-reliance. 
He would have no fear to take a woman's band 
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in his, and bid her trust to him for everything; 
he was capable of gaining the daily bread of 
two,, as well as of one. But not that of a woman 
like Sir Mark's granddaughter ; the whole of the 
emoluments of that professorship he expected 
shortly to be offered to him, would not suffice 
to procure her the half of the daily comforts she 
was accustomed to, setting aside the luxuries. 

There was nothing of morbid punctiliousness, 
nor of overstrained, sickly sensibility, when, after 
summing up the pleadings of his judgment 
against those of his heart, he decided on avoid- 
ing beautiful Miss Tufton for the future. The 
recollection of her sweet fece, her winning voice, 
her pretty playful ways, went with him wherever 
he went. Charming, most charming as she was, 
dear, most dear, as she was; gentle, nay, he 
might without lack of reverence for her, add, 
encouraging as her manner to him had been, 
he nevertheless would renounce all effort to win 
her. The barrier built up by their different 
ways of thinking, by their different appreciation 
of things, by their different habits and require- 
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ments, by their mutual national prejudices, strong 
in both, was one that love would never over- 
throw. He allowed to himself that there was 
small hope of such discord being resolvable into 
harmony. He should fail to make her happy. 
Love combated love. The idea of her having 
to suffer in the future, opposed his desires in 
the present If not wholly responsible for the 
birth of his passion, he was entirely responsible 
for its consequences. This was the moment to 
decide whether to allow of its growth, to assist, 
as it were, his own defeat, or to resist with the 
utmost vigour of his soul. 

Most young women have a notion that the 
man who does not allow his feelings to master 
his judgment, who respects propriety or justice, 
or any social claims, including their own, must 
be a sorry lover. However, disciplined habits of 
thought, and a cultivated love of justice, are not 
bad foundations to build happiness on. But this 
is a mere story, and not a book of good advice. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

WOMAN DISPOSES. 

Lill was not satisfied by the polite messages she 
received in return for the explanation Lady Pon- 
sonby had given Mr. Giuliani. Lill liked her 
master; he was the first clever man with whom 
she had ever been on intimate terms. At eighteen 
a beautiful girl seldom hears much else from the 
men she meets than compliments, even though 
they may have the largest and longest of heads. 
Lill had never been argued with as Mr. Giu- 
liani had argued with her. He had treated her 
in all their discussions as an equal. When she 
opposed his opinions, he supported his arguments 
warmly, hitting hard, as though he had been 
discussing a point with another man. She had 
been first startled, then flattered, by this treat- 
ment The more independent he was with her, 
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the more pleasant and gentle her manner had 
been to him. He had often been on the verge 
of losing his head in her society, but in the 
moment of peril, some little word spoken with 
the unconsciousness of habit, had reminded him 
his pupil was the fashionable Miss Tufton. 

As he had written in his diary, had he been 
twenty-one instead of thirty-one, he might have 
been a happy blockhead. Experience of life is 
a great rival to love, and Giuliani, with his 
terribly acute sight, had seen and did see so 
many weaknesses clothed in the garb of amia- 
bilities, and accepted as such, that he was grown 
apt to judge severely. * 

To all Lady Ponsonby's assurances, that Miss 
Tufton was sincerely distressed at his avoidance 
of her, he replied, — 

" Mere matter of self-love ; she is not accus- 
tomed to opposition from her male acquaintances, 
and my resistance causes her attack. Let me 
guide this matter to a safe haven." 

But Lill was obstinate, and like a child as she 
was, determined to see him again, and make 
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friends. So many were her visits to Lady Pon- 
sonby, that at length, one day she did meet the 
Italian. He, on his side, had heard the carriage 
stop at the door. Philosophic Mr. Giuliani re- 
cognized the peculiar sound of those wheels, the 
trot of that special pair of horses, and he hastily 
took leave of Alicia who was alone at home. He 
was issuing on to the landing-place just as Lill 
reached it. He could not close the door of the 
apartment in her face, he must hold it open to 
allow her to pass. 

She had run up the stairs so fast, she was so 
surprised, so overjoyed to see him, that she had 
scarcely any breath to tfpeak with— only enough 
to say, with outstretched hands, — 

"Oh! stay a minute, Mr. Giuliani, I want 
to say two words to you." 

A party of young people were coming down 
from an upper story. Giuliani saw by LilTs 
eager look that she would speak then and there, 
let who would be present. There was nothing 
for it but to reply : u I am at your service, 
Miss Tufton," and to motion to her to enter. 
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Alicia, meanwhile, had come forward to receive 
the visitors; they were scarcely in the salon 
before the impetuous girl exclaimed, — 

ts Mr. Giuliani, pray forgive me ! " 

"Ah! mademoiselle, you punish me, indeed, 
by using such an expression ; " adding, with the 
hearty wish to turn the matter into a jest : " The 
enraged master ought to ask pardon of his pupil ; 
he is quite placable now, I assure you." 

" Why does he not shake hands with his pupil ?" 

"You honour me," he said, slightly touching 
the little gloved fingers. 

" Now, then," continued Lill, " you must pro- 
mise to come and see me again." 

Mr. Giuliani found out that it was one thing 
to come to a decision in his own chamber, and 
quite another to do so with a pair of eyes very 
dear to him, pleading for a favourable answer. 
Perplexed, he replied, — 

"The hours you had are already filled up, 
Miss Tufton." 

"I did not mean that sort of visiting," said 
Lill, crimsoning ; " I meant you to come as 
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Sir Mark has not returned yet, when he arrives 
he will call on you." 

st Thank you," said Giuliani, with an embarrass- 
ment that took the appearance of pride. " Thank 
you; but I must decline the honour of a visit 
from Sir Mark." 

"Then you have not really forgiven me. 1 
will tell him about the lessons, quite candidly." 

This promise, made with the intention of pleas- 
ing him, for he was pretty sure it would be a 
real self-sacrifice to confess what she had done 
to Sir Mark, threw Giuliani off his guard. Did 
she, then, care so much for his society ? 

It was Giuliani's turn to change colour; his 
dark complexion grew darker, and a brown ring 
encircled his eyes. Joy rushed into his soul; 
softened it ; laid it open to temptation : he made 
one more struggle. 

LilPs eyes looked at him with some surprise. 

"Miss Tufton," he said, " I am not ungrateful 
for your kindness, even though I cannot accept 
it It would be a legal fiction, Sir Mark Tufton's 
calling on me. Ygu know, and I know, the esti- 
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mate he has of me, and of my present position* 
Perhaps I have a morbid susceptibility ; will you 
be without compassion for my weakness ? Come, 
you owe me some indulgence. I was not a 
severe master." 

He spoke gaily, but his real dejection pierced 
through the thin disguise. 

" But if you mean never to come and see me, 
then there is an end to our acquaintance," said 
pertinacious Lill, glancing round the room to avoid 
looking at him ; she missed Alicia and spoke more 
at her ease. 

(t Mr. Giuliani, why do you choose to be an 
Italian master?" 

" Necessity, not choice, makes me one." 

Lill moved her shoulders with the contradicting 
jerk of an impatient child. 

" And do you mean to continue to be one all 
your life? Have you, who profess to think so 
much of friendship, no feeling for the mortifica- 
tion you may give your friends and relations?" 

He laughed. 

"As for relations, it is. droll you should invoke 
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my forbearance towards mine; they who have 
never troubled their heads as to whether I starved 
or not; and as to friends, dear young lady, 
I am afraid you confuse them with the mere 
companions of an hour. Friendship depends on 
esteem and respect, and should I not inevitably 
lose yours and my own if I became, under the 
circumstances, one of Sir Mark Tufton's visitors ?" 

"I don't see the force of your objection; but 
you are determined to quarrel with me," was 
LilFs answer. 

She was pained and mortified. To persist any 
longer would be demeaning herself; she turned 
away. 

Giuliani's firmness was not proof against the 
idea of her leaving him in anger. An evil fate 
lured him to say, — 

" Be sure, Miss Tufton, that if you should ever 
stand in need of the services of a devoted friend 
you will find one in me." 

" Nonsense," she exclaimed, sharply; "I am 
not likely to fall into the water to be pulled out 
by you, or my horse to run away with me, just 
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so that you should be on the road to stop it, nor to 
be in a house on fire, where you will come in the 
angelic shape of a fireman to rescue me. I don't 
want that sort of friendship which is to coine'out 
once in a life, like coronation trappings. I want 
society, and sympathy, and confidence, such as 
I see you give the Ponsonbys." 

" I have been intimate in this house for years ; 
and besides your orbit and mine, Miss f Tufton, 
are cast too far apart to allow of the intercourse 
you describe." 

"You put me out of all patience, Mr. Giu- 
liani, with your prudent diplomatic words." 

He was silent 

Here a sudden thought flashed upon Lill, and 
with her usual impulsiveness she added, — 

(( May I ask you one question ? " He bowed. 
"Are you and Miss Ponsonby engaged to be 
married?" 

" God bless me, no," replied Giuliani, with frank 
alacrity. 

Alicia, in the next room, with the door open 
between, heard this prompt, decided answer. 
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« You seem to like her very much." 

" Certainly; there is a great conformity of tastes 
and opinions between us." 

"Can you not have the courage to speak out 
plainly for once, Mr. Giuliani ?" said Lill, with 
growing asperity. u How I do hate and despise 
caution ! " 

" Whv, what in the name of heaven would 
you have me say ?" asked he, with a half smile. 
u I do not know myself what my feelings might 
have been with regard to Miss Ponsonby had I 
ever allowed myself to dwell on the possibility 
of my having the blessing of a companion. I 
am too poor to marry; I would never marry a 
woman richer than myself; and I am too clear- 
sighted not to be aware that the whole of my 
yearly gains would not suffice to furnish the 
mere ornaments ladies think so necessary," and 
his eye glanced casually at the bracelets Lill was 
wearing. 

Lill impetuously unclasped the two rich brace- 
lets, and flung them into the fire, saying, — 

" Ladies may wear them and not value them." 



198 WHO BREAKS— PAYS. 

" Childish !" exclaimed Giuliani; but his face 
flushed^ and his heart beat violently: he had a 
fierce struggle with himself not to fall at the 
feet of the passionate, generous girl, so uncon- 
scious of the 4 interpretation that might be given 
to this action. 

"If I am childish, you are vindictive, like 
all Italians ; you can't forgive me for what in 
truth was meant kindly." 

Her voice had that peculiar break in it which 
tells of repressed emotion ; it forced itself into the 
very citadel of his will. 

" You are mistaken in every one of your con- 
clusions," he began, with some heat; "there is 
nothing but good will towards you in my heart, 
Miss Tufton ; but no woman of sense and spirit 
would require a man she esteemed to put aside 
his own judgment, and be a puppet in her hands." 

LilPs impetuosity was overmastered by Giu- 
liani's earnestness; she shrank from him with 
intuitive alarm. Her softly sighed, " Oh, no ! " to 
his question, and her alteration of colour changed 
his mood. 
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He asked himself hastily, "Was this use of 
feints to escape danger manly?" Passion is the 
greatest of all sophists, making men and women 
do the thing they would not, -and leave undone 
the thing they would. 

" Speak out like a man/' urged Passion, on 
Giuliani ; " it's the only way of extricating your- 
self honourably from your difficulty." Passion, 
to seduce her victim, took the form of Reason. 

However others may make us suffer we ought 
always to remember that the fault is never con- 
fined entirely to one side ; we may be sure some 
laxity of our own mixes in the matter. Mr. 
Giuliani had always respected his own strength 
of purpose, and struck hard on any feebleness 
he saw in others. He lived to be more indulgent. 

He now fixed his eyes firmly on those of Lill, 
keeping them by the force of his will all ihe 
time he spoke riveted to his own. His voice 
was firm, but ihe lurid red of his complexion 
showed the storm within. 

" 1 will be your daily, constant visitor, Miss 
Tufton, if you desire it, after you have listened 
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to me for five minutes. I will not skirmish any- 
longer with you. In plain words, Miss Tufton, 
I love you — you start — I have no eloquence to 
wrap my meaning in. What I feel, if I speak 
at all, I speak candidly, and without palliatives. 
You wonder at my audacity ; but," and he went 
on with increasing force, " a whole, an undivided 
heart is a precious gift, that does not fall in a 
woman's way often. Riches, beauty, station may 
all vanish; a true heart knows no change. If 
you think mine worth having, take it. Have 
no fears for the future ; I will bear you through 

. life more tenderly and softly than you have yet 
any idea of; if not, bid me go." 

Words read cold that spoken can cleave their 

. way irresistibly through the thickest coat of 
mail to the heart addressed. Lill trembled not 
so much at what Giuliani said, as at the travail 
of soul that looked out of the depths of his eyes 
into hers, as he laid his fate in her hands. 
Her whole consciousness merged into the one 
idea of his pain. She could not bear it, and 
with no other thought than of that, she remained 
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standing by his side; remained willingly stand- 
ing by his side; her colour going and coming, 
lovelier than he had ever seen her; his soul was 
entranced by her beauty. He did not know her 
Christian name, or it would have sprung from 
his lips; some inarticulate sound did come from 
them, more expressive v than any clearly uttered 
syllable. 

"Am I to go?" he said, after a pause that 
seemed 'interminable to both. 

"I — I — don't know," she stammered. He 
studied her face with all the little presence of 
mind left him; her eyelashes were heavy with 
unfallen tears. "Your peace before all other 
things," he said ; " God bless you, Miss Tufton." 

"No, don't go in that way, Mr. Giuliani. I 
cannot bear you should go away so." 

" I have no wish to hurry you," he said coldly. 

"Pray, pray, don't speak to me in that tone," 
said Lill. " I don't deserve it — indeed, I don't." 

" I take God to witness, I would not even for 
the possession of your hand, hurry you; but I 
am sure of this, if you hesitate, you should say 
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no. Eesist the pity I see your gentle heart is 
moved by. Pity is not akin to love — at least I 
refuse all love so born. Go home, Miss Tufton, 
and of all I have said, remember only, that you 
have one more firm friend in the world." 

Lill was thoroughly overcome by this resig- 
nation; she did what an inexperienced, warm- 
hearted girl Would do, when the man so speaking 
was one whom she held as a sort of hero. She 
put out her hand to him with a deep blush, and 
the long repressed tear-drops rolled freely over 
her cheeks. 

Giuliani took the pledge thus proffered with 
a feeling more allied to pain than joy. He felt 
more as if he had caught or snared some lovely 
timid thing, than that the timid, lovely thing had 
come with its large loving eyes, willingly to his 
arms for love and safety. That moment, single in 
man or woman's life, when heart goes spontaneously 
to heart, that moment which ought to have weighed 
them to the earth with its freight of bliss, kept them 
standing hand in hand like traffickers, sealing a 
bargain. At last he raised her hand to his lips t— 
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"It is an awful responsibility," he said, "to 
take upon oneself to influence the fate of a fellow- 
being. God do so unto me as I am true to 
you. Be you so to me. If you repent of your 
goodness to me this day, tell me so— even at 
the foot of the altar : " with a sudden, unusual 
violence, he added, — "I am an excellent friend, 
but a demon of a lover." 

The sound of a key turning in the lock of 
the outer door of the apartment, made Lill 
snatch her hand from Giuliani's, and seat herself 
on the nearest sofa. Lady Ponsonby came in 
serene and smiling as usual — but stopped and 
asked in some surprise, — 

"Where is Alicia?" 

Giuliani and Lill had forgotten Miss Ponsonby j 
she had slipped into an adjoining room, when 
the tone of their conversation became one to which 
no third person is ever willingly a party. 

Giuliani, like men in general, had a special 
horror of explanations, which might involve any 
display of emotion on his part ; he had no idea 
that he could do anything but give a straight- 
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forward account of what had just passed, had no 
conception that Lady Ponsonby was acute enough 
to comprehend the situation without words. So 
with a hasty muttering of want of time, and one 
anxious look at Lill, in the hope of one in return, 
he fled. 

"Well, my dear," began Lady Ponsonby to 
the silent young lady, the transparent evenness 
of whose cheeks was troubled by agitation, S€ Well, 
you have made peace with Mr. Giuliani, I 
see. 

Without asking how Lady Ponsonby perceived 
this, Lill burst out crying; Lady Ponsonby sat 
down by her, and taking one of the little hands, 
began stroking it in a soothing, caressing way. 

Not understanding that her new secret was no 
secret for her friend, Lill exclaimed, — 

" I am stupidly nervous to-day, I'll go home now, 
and come back some other day." 

She threw her arm round Lady Ponsonby's 
neck, kissing her with that energy which betrays 
an inward craving for help. Lady Ponsonby 
gave a caress in return, fall of promise of the 
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help demanded, and without a farther question let 
Lill go. 

As soon as the visitor was gone, Alicia came 
from the next room. Lady Ponsonby was about 
to speak, but the words died on her lips at the 
sight of her daughter's face, quite bloodless, with 
a certain stony look about her mouth... Alicia 
said, — 

" My dear mother, you look at me as if I were 
a ghost." 

The voice was composed, but hard, as if it came 
from a dry throat, or from that of a person who 
has been for hours silent. It cleared quickly as 
she went on. I had to leave the door open 
between the rooms, that I might be close at 
hand, in case of some one coming in who might 
gossip about the tete-h-tete. I had no choice left 
but to overhear their conversation." 

Lady Ponsonby could not give her attention 
to what Alicia was saying. For the first time 
a most painful suspicion had entered her mind. 
Was it possible that under that usually calm 
exterior lurked concentrated passion? Her sus- 
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picion became certainty, as Alicia went on with 
tight-drawn lips: 

"He told her he loved her; it was quite 
natural she should do as she has done. She is 
a more generous-hearted girl than I fancied ; he 
bid her beware of her pity misleading her — it has 
misled them both. Oh, mother ! how I wish she 

could have really loved him, but " here the 

speaker's fortitude, strong against her own sorrow, 
gave way when fearing sorrow for him. 

Lady Ponsonby took her daughter into her 
arms, and Alicia lay there, as one thankful for 
so sure a haven ; she whispered, — 

€C Always his friend, mother, whatever happens." 

"Always, my daughter," said the mother, 
fervently. 

How well a mother knows how best to comfort 
her child! 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

YES OR NO ? 

And Lill, what were her feelings during her drive 
home ? They were mute, quite mute, except in- 
somuch as she was longing to be in her own 
room locked in, sure of no interruption, so that 
she might think, — she wanted to think, to get rid 
of the confusion in her mind; no possibility of 
thinking in such a distracting noise. 

The carriage was driving along the Champs 
Elys^es, bright with that air of universal re- 
joicing which a fine day in early spring is sure 
to impart. Leaves open and flicker like gold 
in the sunlight, birds twitter and bury them- 
selves in the dust and quarrel, children, laugh 
and shout and scamper, horses caper, shrill 
trumpets, tinkling bells, mingle with street cries 
in unmusical but cheerful chorus. The sound 



208 WHO BREAKS— PAYS. 

of " plaisirs," plaisirs, mesdames," came back in 
all her after days of sorrow. 

Miss Crumpton's broad face within its wide 
aureole of lace and ribbon was looking forth as 
Lill alighted. It appeared to greet her at the 
outer door of the apartment, "I am so glad to 
see you, my dear ; I was growing uneasy." 

"Can't I be away two hours without your 
fretting? one would almost be glad not to be cared 
about," said Lill peevishly: she was thoroughly 
unhinged, poor thing. Miss Crompton made no 
reply, and went quietly back to the salon. 

Lill, sorry that she had been cross, but too cross 
to say so, opened her room door; Ruth was 
sitting there at work. "Oh! dear, it seems one 
can never be alone," cried Lill. "No, I don't 
want you to take off my cloak," continued she 
to her maid. 

"I have put out your grey silk for dinner, 
MLss Tufton." 

"I shan't change my dress; do go away, Ruth; 
I really should be glad if I might have a quarter 
of an hour to myself." 
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Ruth gathered up her work with the method 
and care of a well-trained lady's-maid whose 
business is with her mistress's wardrobe, and 
not with her mistress's moods. Lill was ready 
to take the girl by the shoulders and turn her 
out of the room ; her slowness was exasperating. 

"At last!" and the door is double-locked, the 
bonnet tossed off, and Lill lies back in a large 
chair. She has quiet enough to think in; she 
trie3, but it is as difficult to think to any purpose 
now as it was in the bustle of the Champs Elys^es. 
It was by an exertion of will, however, that one 
distinct impression was kept under; she dared 
not acknowledge it, — it would be wicked, cruel: 
the mischief was done, and she must abide by 
it What could have made her ask that question 
about Miss Ponsonby ? It was that which brought 
it all on. It must have made him think she cared 
for him : O heavens ! and did she not ? 

Then came a crowd of images, whirling and 
toppling over one another; everything that had 
been in her world was turned topsy-turvy. 

"Is it possible that it is dinner-time?" asks 
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Lill, as Ruth knocks at the door to tell her that 
dinner is on the table. 

All through dinner Lill sat absorbed in the 
effort to think; she «aid, "Yes," and "no," to 
Miss Crumpton's observations, nevertheless, with 
tolerable correctness. After dinner, with the ex- 
cuse of a headache, she coiled herself on the 
most distant sofa from her chaperone, and once 
more gave herself up to the hard task of thinking. 
Some distracting questions presented themselves. 
What would Mr. Giuliani expect her to do now ? 
What would he do ? Tell Sir Mark ? That was 
one thing she might be certain of. And the con- 
sequences ? Well, she had brought than on her- 
self, and she must take them, whatever they were. 
No doubt she would be called a fool, — perhaps she 
had been one. He was a very good man, far 
better than she was, — very clever and very much 
respected ; he couldn't be mistaken, thank heavens, 
for aught but a gentleman. It was very odd that 
such a marriage should be her fate ; it was about 
as unlikely a thing as could have been conceived. 
She recollected how she used to long for her 
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lesions; she had really been unhappy when he 
had quarrelled with her, and yet she certainly 
was not happy now ; perhaps it was because she 
was frightened at the idea of what Sir Mark 
might say or da 

Lady Ponsonby would know, and Alicia, and 
they would come and congratulate her; at all 
events, they would approve of her. Whenever 
Lill thought of Mr. Giuliani in connection with 
the Ponsonbys, her spirits rose, she steadied her- 
self by leaning on their liking and estimation of 
Giuliani — she even felt elated at having won the 
hero of their circle. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

A TRUE LOVER. 

This earth had suffered no change for Mr. 
Giuliani, when he went forth from Lady Pon- 
sonby's house; the air was not full of music, 
nor did he perceive in it ambrosial odours; his 
step was not elate, nor his head erect with the 
triumphant air of one who has been admitted 
into the beloved one's heart. There was nothing 
about him which said to the passers-by, "Look 
at me; she, that lovely one, at whose feet the 
greatest might be proud to kneel, is my affianced 
bride; she has laid her small dimpled hand in 
my broad palm, has accepted my arm for the 
support of her life." 

No, certainly the world had no peculiar air of 
gladness for Giuliani, nor he for the world. He 
found no difficulty in thinking with pitiless logic 
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over what had occurred during the last hour; every 
gesture and word of Lill's in that portentous con- 
versation were present to him, and perseveringly 
accompanied by the presentiment of a coming new 
misery in his life. He was pursued by that look 
of timid pity he had caught, as it entered her eyes, 
when he told her that he loved her ; it was harder 
to bear than her letting him go without even a 
parting glance. 

His pupils of that day thought him sterner 
and more difficult to please than usual One- 
little girl, full of tricks as a pet monkey, had 
the glory of making him really angry; the 
possibility of accomplishing which had been 
hitherto doubted by his classes. 

As he left the school he laughed inwardly. 
Preposterous ! the idea of his being the accepted 
husband of that fine lady Miss Tufton. Had he 
been mad or drunk, when he proposed anything 
so monstrously out of nature? He was ashamed 
of himself and ashamed for her also; could not 
a woman then resist a man's importunity ? Was 
audacity the one thing needful to obtain her? 
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Giuliani was very bitter that evening; he 
mortified at having let himself be carried away 
by~ the impetuous current of his own passions-; 
he would have been grateful to her, would have 
placed her on a pedestal beyond all other human 
beings, had she had the courage to withstand 
the weakness of her own pity. 

He sunk in his own estimation when he probed 
his heart and brought himself to confess, that 
it had been conquered by her beauty, that he 
could not see that softly rounded cheek with 
a colour like that of the outer petals of a rose, 
these liquid eyes of the dark blue of Italy's 
heaven, the slender, exquisitely rounded throaty 
the graceful little form, without his soul's firm- 
ness melting as wax in the sun. He worshipped 
the perfect temple without having learned what 
gods dwelt within. For a time he took a re- 
vengeful pleasure in bespattering himself with 
the mud of mean motives* But the nearer the 
hour to midnight the more fervently his ima- 
gination worked, nor was his will at k»t strong 
enough to thrust away LilTs image. She 
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so young, so inexperienced; what wonder if 
she should be afraid to step beyond the limits 
of those conventionalities she had been bred up 
to respect ! He had done her great injustice and 
consequently himself. Why had he said he was 
ignorant of all but her most perfect exterior? 
Had he not had instances of her being gentle, 
pitiful, teachable? He quarrelled with her pity- 
ing eyes, had wished them haughty and for- 
bidding, had wished her to show herself un- 
womanly, because he had made a fool of him- 
self. Once on this track, his fancy, leaving fears 
far behind, devoured space at a gallop towards 
hope. 

After all these turns and twists of feeling and 
thought, wearied in mind and body, Giuliani slept 
more soundly than usual. A good night's rest 
and a bright morning are very efficient aids in 
helping mortals to a healthy view of their posi- 
tion, and to making a healthy resolution. Giuliani 
got up with a clear perception of what he owed 
Lill. Respect had always been her due from him, 
now he owed her the homage of a loyal lover. 
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What though the world would stamp his offer 
as absurd and audacious? what though his attic 
was the antipodes of her lordly dwelling? she 
had seemed to think his love might span the 
gulf between them, therefore no promptings 
of self-love should deter him from upholding 
the claim she had allowed. 

It would be unmanly to leave her in a dilemma, 
or without a clear understanding of her posi- 
tion. In the circumstances, the best course was to 
write to Miss Tufton ; easy to decide, difficult to 
execute. 

He sat a long time, pen in hand, before he 
wrote a syllable ; then the three lines accomplished 
were destroyed. He took a turn up and down 
his little salon. He had a rather heroic air in 
his red-lined robe de chambre: its colour threw 
out, in good relief, his black hair and beard, and 
by its flowing outlines gave breadth to his thin 
figure. He takes down his pipe, not for inspira- 
tion, but" for soothing— tobacco is a calmer. He 
lays it aside lest the odour should attach itself 
to his writing-paper; he is again at the table, on 
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which is spread the thick cloth, good, kind Lady 
Ponsonby's present. As he leans his elbow on 
it, he cannot but think of that excellent friend 
of the cheerful aspect His heart softens un- 
usually towards the whole Ponsonby family. The 
thought intrudes unwillingly and involuntarily, 
that had he been about to address his letter to 
Alicia, he should not have felt that there was the 
same discrepancy of situation between her and 
him. 

The fingers of his left hand twisting his beard, 
he sat on, musing on the contrariness of human 
beings, who will not pluck the good fruit, within 
reach, but must climb the tree for that which, 
when attained, is found to be inferior in flavour. 

The letter advanced not a line for this new 
chain of thought ; nine o'clock, and he ought to 
be out by ten. It must be written, however, and 
in English, in case she might wish to consult 
Miss Crumpton ; a smile relaxed his face at the 
thought of the chaperone's astonished horror, if 
his letter were presented to her for perusal. He 
could not even help himself by writing, ** My dear 
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Miss Tuf ton ;" that was too little between them 
now, and he did not choose to hazard any more 
endearing term, until he had more solid ground 
for believing such would be acceptable. Again, 
it was difficult to press upon her anew what he 
had urged yesterday, that if she repented of her 
goodness to him, to consider herself free; such 
persistence might assume the semblance of back- 
wardness on his part Undoubtedly an interview 
would have less chance of giving her this faulty 
impression ; but as he was not playing a double 
game with his conscience, he shrank from the 
witchery of her presence ; certain it would again 
mislead him, and make him utter words foreign 
to his intention, and that he should leave her a» 
full of doubts and misgivings (on her account, 
mark) as he was now. It is not in the moments 
of our sharpest anguish, or most ardent desires, 
that we are ever most eloquent. There must be 
self-possession to write or speak with grace and 
effect; and in this moment not an atom of Giu- 
liani's moral or physical being but was engaged 
in combat with another force. 
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Thus it came to pass, that after plunging for 
the twentieth time his pen into his inkstand, he 
resolutely set to his difficult task. The passionate 
thoroughness of his love hid itself at first under 
a little pedantry, and never rose ahove the 
earnestness of a friend. Before eleven, the letter 
was in LilTs hand. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

ALL OR NOTHING. 

Only yesterday ! thought Lill, as she awoke next 
morning. An indefinite period seemed to her to 
separate herself of to-day from herself of the 
day before. Her first sensations were the con- 
tinuation of the last of the evening before. She 
had done with her world of hitherto ; that morn- 
ing she entered a new one. A desire, till this 
moment unknown — a desire for guidance — was 
one of the effects of this change of atmosphere. 
Lill had never before experienced any doubt that 
she was able to pilot herself and others, through 
the most difficult straits ; she had always carried 
her point with a high hand, even with Sir Mark. 
She would have been mightily indignant had she 
been told that she now had an inclination to ask 
aid from the persons she most despised, or that she 
sorrowed over the want of those family ties she 
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had hitherto only considered in the light of tor- 
menting limits to independence; they might be 
occasionally obstacles in the way of a free 
course; but with a growing experience, she dis- 
cerned that they also might be a welcome shelter. 
Never till now had she discovered her real lone- 
liness. She had talked of friends and friend- 
ships, had written long letters, and received 
longer ones, with the inevitable garnishings of 
t€ dearest " and " darlings," profusely strewed from 
beginning to end. Yet in this crisis, she had, and 
she well knew it, of honest and sincere souls to 
depend on, none but her old cousin, to whom she 
had the sort of affection we give a favourite spaniel, 
because we are flattered by his slavish fidelity. 

Just at the moment Lill was feeling that she 
was a very friendless creature, and moreover 
sore to think she was so, Giuliani's letter was 
handed to her. The sight of his handwriting 
stirred her as though it had been a supernatural 
reproof to her thoughts. She had a friend — -a 
very different one from poor Crummie — a friend, 
and not the mere shadow of one. Lill was not 
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much versed in definitions, but she had an in- 
tuition of the reality and unchangeableness of 
Giuliani's sentiments. With more complaisant 
feelings than the writer had dared to expect, she 
broke the seal and read the contents. 

How unlike the man and his emotions were 
the first lines ! 

" May your dreams last night have proceeded 
from the ivory door, and pleasant visions have 
soothed any unrest an importunate friend may 
have caused you ! 

" I told you yesterday in my hard pride, that 
I would have no love born of pity. Sweet one, 
to-day I will take your pity without your love ! 
and yet my love in the night past has grown 
as immeasurably as did Jonah's gourd. It burst 
from the silent calyx of my heart; it bloomed 
at once into a hundred-leaved flower. I am 
troubled with anxiety for you. Your j eyes Irith 
their pitying look haunt me; it is not clear to 
me, that your heart is drawn towards mine. A 
great fear has come upon me: for I love you 
for yourself, not for my own pleasure. You are 
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so young, so inexperienced, so friendless. To 
others you may be one of the fortunate ones of 
this world; to me you have seemed, ever since 
you were my pupil, as a pretty, imcared-for 
blossom. My soul yearned over you with a 
father's, a brother's tenderness. It is in one or 
other of these characters I now address you, 
pleading, not against myself, but as counsel for 
you, in this great crisis of your life. 

" Having listened to a proposition of marriage 
—listened for the first time, as I gathered from 
the alarm in your face — it becomes the duty of 
the friendly counsel, who stands in lieu of parents 
and brethren, to make you understand what mar- 
riage means. It is not an abstruse subject re- 
quiring a long commentary; it simply means, 
consent, the entire consent of two beings to belong 
entirely (for better for worse) to each other. 
You understand this coupling together may be 
like that of galley-slaves — the dead to the living — 
the executioner to the condemned ; or it may be 
like the heavenly kingdom, where weariness and 
sorrow are to find their rest and consolation. 
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So far your counsel. I now speak to you in 
my own name. Wifehood is synonymous with 
heroism ; she who enters that order engages her- 
self to help, to redress all her husband's injuries 
by her sweet ministrations. 

"Sorrow and death have many varieties; joy 
and birth, none. Joy comes from within, not 
without. Had I all the kingdom of the world 
to bestow on you, I might yet not render you 
a happy woman. I might be the poor soul I 
am, and still have the power to make you, thank 
God ! joyful for your life. Pause, then, and say 
to yourself, c Would it pain me more to lose 
this man — never to see him more — than it would 
to lose my pet canary, who refuses liberty to 
sit and peck his sugar from my lips?' If the 
man be no more to you than this — a tame crea- 
ture cherished because it worships you — do not 
let him see you to-morrow evening at Lady 
Ponsonby's. There is no fear for the result of 
the wound he may receive. A man does not 
die because he may wish it, 'All or nothing, 
is my motto. '" G. G. 
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The smart of the wound that her pitying eyes 
had inflicted was betrayed by these last lines ; 
indeed, any one experienced in passion could have 
traced in this letter every fluctuation of Giuliani's 
feelings — tenderness, passion, effort after self- 
mastery, irony, doubt, and despair. Giuliani, in 
truth, worshiped Lill. All very well to try 
and persuade her and himself that there had 
been a gradation in his sentiments, when his soul 
had been taken captive at once by the charm 
of her person, her manners, her talents. He 
loved her, as many a man does a woman, be- 
cause she charmed him. It was now only that 
i 
he was about to have a chance of seeing into 

the depths of her soul, though, supposing she 
allowed him to love her, the chance, after all, 
would be very small, that he got beyond seeing 
himself in the blue depths of her eyes, a sight 
that makes a Narcissus of many a man. 

Lill, startled and silent, sat looking at the 
outside of the letter long after she had mastered 
its contents ; at first they weighed so heavily 
on her, that she turned uneasily from side to 
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side in her chair, as one who, in composition, 
struggles to bring a thought clearly forth from 
a misty conception. But instead of clear think- 
ing, came remembrances in a serried troop— ^re- 
membrances assailing her with persuasions and 
warnings to take flight from Paris. In most 
coming difficulties, there is an instinctive fore- 
sight of them.; we resist the impression which 
might, oftener than not, save us. Lill heard the hill 
streamlet that rippled so noisily athwart the west 
wood at Wavering, and strangely present to her 
were the little lights trembling now in, now out, 
as the breeze waved aside the leaves to let the 
sun peep into the shade; she seemed to smell 
the stringent perfume of the fir plantation, to 
see beyond it the expanse of corn-fields, made 
by the wind to look like a green sea, with tender 
gray waves, and then the home park with its 
knolls and dells, roamed over by speckled cattle, 
those objects of alarm in a hot, breathless sum- 
mer day. And suddenly there came upon her 
a great desire for home, the home of her child- 
hood and girlhood; had she wings, she would 
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fly away thither ; she wanted to be among fami- 
liar faces — wanted to see the bluff farmers and 
their wives again, to hear the village bells, to 
be scolded again by old Bates the gardener. Her 
bosom heaved, and she sighed short quick sighs. 

"My dear!" exclaimed Miss Crumpton, who, 
in spite of her crochet, had had her eye on the 
. letter and on LilL 

Lill raised her head, shook aside the thick 
clustering hair that had hung so close to her 
cheek, and thrusting Giuliani's letter into her 
apron-pocket, said,— 

"Crummie, 111 give you an empire if you'll 
tell me whom I have thought of, and nearly 
cried about" 

"I was never a good guesser of riddles, my 
dear; but though I am rather dull at finding 
out enigmas, I am not as blind as a mole; I 
can see what is before me." 

"I can't remember just now what creature it 
is sees behind it ; but something does, — a fish or 
a bird. And you are neither, dear Crummie, w 
said Lill, rising. Placing her two hands on 
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Crummie's shoulders, and looking into her eyes, 
she added : et I was nearly patting my finger in 
my eye a little while ago, for thought of cross 
old Bates." 

Miss Crumpton shook her head. 

" True, indeed ! " went on Lill ; t€ and fancy, I 
am homesick, longing for Wavering Park, weary- 
ing for the sight of the ugly church, and John 
Larke's timber-yard, and the Pillory Pond, with 
the white may dipping into its brown waters. 
I want to hear my native tongue in all its ugli- 
ness ; every ' o,' and c i,' and c a,' changed into 
something not ' o,' nor ' i,' nor c a.' " 

" To tell the truth, Lill," replied Miss Crumpton, 
folding away her work, as if willing to act on 
the thought, ."if I am to say what I think, 
my belief is, we should be better there than 
here." 

Lill went away to her birds, and let Dick out 
of his cage; who, after fluttering round the 
room, came and perched on her hand, with tiny 
flights up to her lips, where he was used to find 
sugar. 
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"Ah! self-seeking Dicky/' said Lill, stroking 
the little yellow head with one finger. "You 
ask sugar for your love. Now I love you because 
I love you, and would give you freedom if it 
were good for you ; that's what people call love, 
is it not, Crummie ? " 

" My dear, I can't make you out" 

"But you are my chaperone, and it's your 
duty to make me out, and to explain to me what 
I don't understand of life and society. Now, 
what is real love ? I want to know it from sham." 

Miss Crumpton shook her head. 

" I can't tell you, my dear." 

"When you want to find out whether the 
stone you have is a true or false diamond, you 
go to a lapidary," said Lill; "now, Crummie, 
girls ought to have some one who can tell them 
the right from the wrong love." 

" Men are so deceitful when they are in love," 
began Miss Crumpton. 

Lill stamped her foot impatiently. 

" Don't go off into platitudes, cousin." 

" I'll give you one good piece of advice, my 
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dear, platitude or whatever yon choose to call 
it," said Miss Crumpton, now on her defence, 
"Love flies out of the window when poverty- 
comes in at the door. And it's best for such 
as yon, my dear, to repent in a coach and 
four." . 
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CHAPTER XX. 

FEMME QUI icOUTE. 

Lill Tufton had given ear to the words m 
Mr. Giuliani's letter, and she went to Lady P<m- 
sonby's the next evening. 

Giuliani was standing behind' a sofa in the 
farthest part of the room, opposite to the door, 
when she entered. Their eyes met for an instant, 
then glanced away from each other. Lill seated 
herself between two ladies she did not know, 
all her wishes limited at that moment to a desire 
of keeping clear of Mr. Giuliani. No sooner 
had she warranted him by appearing where she 
did to claim her before all the world, than she 
wanted to avoid him. Absent he had much 
more power over her than present. Absent she 
pictured him as lonely, poor, sorrowful. Present 
his firm countenance, a something of authority 
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in his look and manner, occasionally a dash of 
humour in what he said, made her, she could 
not tell why, half resentful, and inclined to be 
haughty to him. His voice, always peculiarly 
pleasant, and perhaps so because it had in it so 
much of his prevailing moral qualities, sincerity 
and decision (he never mouthed, nor gabbled, 
nor hesitated, nor minced his words) — even his 
. voice, which had at first attracted her attention 
at Mrs. Caledon's, this evening displeased her. 

He ought not to be speaking so calmly £nd 
fluently, even sportively — she had not expected 
that, after such a letter. She might have stayed 
away, and no fear but that he had been quite 
as much at his ease. Had he covered his head 
with ashes, and his shoulders with sackcloth, 
been silent or spoken in a dolent voice, Lill would 
have found him equally in the wrong. 

He had, poor fellow, one irreparable fault, 
really an unpardonable one for her — he had not 
been able to make her love him. He was, how- 
ever, most excusable in not himself suspecting 
it, when of her own free will she had come to 
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Lady Ponsonby's that evening. She had yielded, 
indeed, half to the influence he did possess over 
her, half to her own vivid imagination ; and her 
present disturbance .proceeded from the alternate 
attraction and repulsion he had for her. 

She scarcely knew what she was saying when 
he at last crossed over to where she was; she 
supposed she must shake hands with him. The 
indifference she had heard in his voice, she 
certainly could not attribute to his eyes ; nor did 
his tremulous pressure of her hand express exactly 
a superabundance of calmness. 

He sat down and talked to her with serious 
pleasantness, and as he talked an air of repose 
spread itself over him. He relaxed from head 
to foot, like one who, having had his heart's 
full desire granted, is at rest in soul and body — 
an impression seldom given by men, who, when 
conversing in society, have the look rather of 
prisoners on the watch to escape. Not a word 
but that the whole party might hear, and yet 
Lill felt that he would not have spoken so to 
any other than herself. Gradually the subtle 



^\ 



234 WHO BREAKS— PAYS. 

influence of a strong love subjected her, and 
the feverish irritation of her humour was lulled. 
Her head, no longer pendent like a drooping 
flower, rose on the flexible, arched throat, the 
lovely face turned full to him; the blue eyes 
thanked him for setting her at peace with herself. 

Mdlle. Arsenieff and Miss Crumpton were 
the only two of Lady Ponsonby's guests whose 
curiosity was awakened by Mr. Giuliani's so com- 
pletely engrossing Miss Tufton's attention. 

It was one of the Italian's peculiarities, what- 
ever he might be doing, to see all that went on 
round him. Alicia had often remarked, "Mr. 
Giuliani sees with the back of his head ; I believe 
nothing escapes him. Without appearing to look, 
he knows how every woman is dressed in any 
room he goes into." Miss Ponsonby spoke feel- 
^glj* being conscious of her own failings in 
that respect — carelessness as to dress. LilFs 
elegant nicety was one of her special attractions 
for Giuliani. What he did remark this evening 
was, that Mdlle. Arsenieff and Miss Crumpton 
were watching him and Miss Tufton ; Miss 



FEMME QUI icOUTE. 236 

Crnmpton in fidgety silence, and Mdlle. Arsenieff 
more demonstratively by hovering incessantly in 
their neighbourhood. The Russian discovered 
once that they were talking of horses, as she 
came near enough to hear ; Giuliani was saying 
he did not like to see a woman on horseback, 
the sight alarmed without pleasing him* The 
next topic of their tete-a-t$te she discovered to be 
birds and flowers. 

Nevertheless, in spite of Mdlle. ArseniefFs 
active surveillance, Giuliani did find a moment 
to say unheard to Lill, "Miss Crnmpton ought 
to be in our confidence.* These words made Lill 
as hot as fire for a momentary interval; she 
had another of those prompt, vehement inward 
agitations which might pass for divine inspira- 
tion. She had only courage to say to herself, 
"Too late.* To Giuliani the deep crimson flush 
that covered her face and throat was a most 
ecstatic vision. His sharp sight was of no use 
to him here. st He hurries me too much," was 
the meaning of that blush. Women's emotions 
are always complex, not seldom inexplicable to 
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themselves. He gazed with grateful confiding- 
ness at her ; suspense, conjecture, doubt, had 
ended from the moment she had entered Lady 
Ponsonby's salon. 

As LilTs blush faded, and her silence continued, 
Giuliani took another favourable opportunity 
to ask, — 

" May I pay you a visit to-morrow evening ? 
Sunday is my only free day." 

"Why not call after church ?" inquired 
Lill. 

"First, because I ought to go a little way 
from Paris to visit the friend who is canvassing 
for a professorship for me, and then in the 
forenoon you may have visitors ; and am I very 
exacting, in wishing to see you for a half-hour 
alone?" 

" But what will Miss Crumpton think? " 

"Why should she be left to conjecture? Tell 
her the truth." . 

" That is not perhaps so easy," was the rather 
pettish rejoinder. 

Giuliani was that evening overflowing with 
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the milk of human kindness, happy to have 
to exercise patience with her. 

" Suppose you allow me to tell her — it is my 
right now to save you any trouble." 

Lill shook her head. 

".No, she will bear it better from me." 

That was the end of their conversation for that 
evening. Lady Ponsonby called away Giuliani 
purposely, to prevent officious remarks, and Alicia 
came to Lill's side. Probably Alicia had never 
before tried so hard to make herself agreeable 
to any one as she now did to Lill. As Giuliani's 
betrothed, Lill was to her the interesting person, 
which as Miss Tufton, a mere young lady" of 
fashion, she could not be. Alicia's stern heart 
softened with something of maternal tenderness 
to the delicate nurtured girl, who had agreed to 
cast in her lot with that of the rugged patriot. 
Alicia herself, with her high ideas of Giuliani's 
worth, of his talents, and of the grandeur of 
the cause he supported, yet could not resist a 
little surprise that the brilliant fairy had con- 
sented to turn simple mortal for him. Alicia 
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could not fancy Lill in the homely dress suited 
to the fortunes of Giuliani's wife— could not 
imagine her in the tiny attic salon. Little fanci- 
ful as she was by nature, legends of the fatal 
destiny of all mortals who had sylphs or demi- 
goddesses for wives came into her head. 

But Lill's sentiments for Miss Ponsonby had 
undergone no sympathetic change. She had 
discerned at the first the backwardness and the 
shade of mistrust scarcely recognized by Alicia's 
self; besides, Miss Ponsonby's and Giuliani's 
respect and friendship for each other, far from 
creating any corresponding friendliness in Lill, 
was likely, in her present state of fluctuation, to 
produce more decided hostility. 

Alicia, all unused as she was to talk of theatres 
or other diversions, reproduced as she thought, 
with tolerable fluency, what she had gathered 
from Valentine, and others; Lill listened and 
answered with a smile — an indefinable smile, 
Giuliani considered it so, for, though some way 
off, his eye seldom wandered from the lovely 
young creature. In an obligatory pause, for 
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Alicia had come to an end of her fashionable news, 
Lill said, — 

"Now I'll try and talk politics, or of Italy, 
and the patriots, and independence — try to raise 
my intellect to your level, in return for your 
kindness in coming down to mine." 

Alicia was petrified. 

" I do care for some other subjects than dress 
and amusement," went on Lill; "I hope some 
day you will do me more justice." 

Alicia could not, of course, guess what a relief 
it was to Lill to let her petulance have its way. 
It was the sting of an insect struggling for 
liberty. 

On taking leave of Lady Ponsonby, Lill found 
Giuliani again by her side. Valentine was there 
also, but he had to retreat, so pointedly did 
Giuliani offer his arm to the young lady. As 
they went down the stairs, Giuliani took her hand 
in his. 

" I almost wish I could die to-night," he said. 
She turned with a gesture of surprise towards 
him. "It is my happiest moment," he added, 
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and, raising her band, he pressed his lips on the 
delicate wrist 

Her pulse was as calm as that of a sleeping 
child. Valentine and Miss Crumpton had both 
a glimpse of Giuliani's actions ; Valentine believed 
his eyes, Miss Crumpton doubted hers. 

When Valentine returned to his mother's 
salon, Mdlle. Arsenieff was saying, in her clear 
voice, to Alicia, with little care who overheard 
her, — 

"Pray, is there not something between Mr. 
Giuliani and la belle Anglaise ?" 

Alicia answered: "I am not in their confi- 
dence." 

" They two are fire and water," said Mdme. de 
Rochepont de Rivi&re, "and the something that 
will be between them will be thunder and light- 
ning. However, thank goodness, they have not 
chosen me as confidant, so I shan't be the worse 
for it Good-night." 

Miss Crumpton sat silent during the drive home. 
What her mightiest efforts of speech would not 
have accomplished, her silence won. Before she 
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went to bed Lill confessed to Miss Crumpton that 
she was engaged to Mr. Giuliani. 

The old lady, though she had more than sus- 
pected the fact, when her dread was confirmed 
refused to credit her ears any more than she had 
done her eyes a few minutes before. 

"He's a downright villain!" burst forth the 
alarmed chaperone ; " and so I'll tell him : steal- 
ing into pepple's houses, and making his own of 
them. Oh ! I always did hate foreigners." 

" You are talking infinite nonsense, Crummie," 
Lill replied ; " if you wish to call any one bad 
names, or to accuse any one, pray let it be me. 
Truth, dear old lady, helps a cause mightily. 
I begged Mr. Giuliani to come to this house, and 
he did not try to make me like him." 

" I don't believe you do like him — you can't — 
it's against nature!" exclaimed Miss Crumpton, 
witii a gesture of despair, which set her cap all 
awry. 

u Don't storm about it, it won't do any good," 
said Lill, with a quietness unusual in her; "I 
don't wish to put Ruth in our confidence. There, 
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read that, and you'll see that I have not wanted 
for good advice." 

- Lill while speaking had taken Giuliani's letter 
out of her desk, and given it to Miss Crumpton. 

During the time Miss Crumpton was reading 
it Lill sat very still, her eyes on the old lady. 

" He knew the way to take to make you say 
'yes,' 5 ' was the indignant spinster's commentary; 
" tell yon not to do a thing, and you will be sure 
to do it" 

* Thank you," said Lill. 

"Didn't you always take the part of the 
servants when they came to you with a pitiful 
tale?" 

ts Oh, Crummie, what a confusion you make ! 
Do listen to me patiently. Mr. Giuliani really 
loves me — loves me for myself. No matter what 
might happen to me, if I were to have the small- 
pox, or become a cripple, unsightly to every one 
else in the world, he would still cherish me as 
his love. It's so very rare, you know, to find 
that sort of attachment; I have seen enough of 
life to know so much. Mr. Giuliani's feeling 




MSMME QUI tcOUTE. 243 

for me is not a question of money and settle- 
ments " 

This word was a new cue, and set Miss Crump- 
ton off. 

" How are you to live ? I am sure Sir Mark 
will turn you away without a penny ; and I have 
so little in my power." The old woman was 
already drifting over to her adversary's side. 
" But, Lill, my dear, he loves you, and no thanks 
to him; but you — do you love him ?" 

Miss Crumpton's voice and look were fuU^f 
the disgust that the idea of such a possibility 
gave her. 

"I never saw any one else I ever thought of 
as a husband," said Lill. 

" But you might, if you took time to look about 
you." 

"Hush, Crummie, you must never say such 
words to me again ; it would be too dishonourable. 
For my sake — for your poor Espi&gle's sake, do 
try and like Mr. Giuliani. If he Were English, 
I am sure you wouldn't be able to spy out a 
fault in him; and he will be as a son to you, 
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Crummie. I shall not have to beg him to 
for you. Whoever loves me, and is kind tc 
he will love ; that is more than you are inc 
to do." 

te You persuade me out of my senses, Lill 
dear ; but you '11 never get me to say it's 
thing but a most unnatural business; and 
Sir Mark " 

"We have settled about him already," 
Lill, with a smile, half sad, and a weary 1 
"he is to hurry my marriage by turning m€ 
of doors." 
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CHAPTER XXL 

PASSIONATE HEABT. 

One of the Caliphs of Granada, designated " The 
Happy," was able to reckon up, nevertheless, how 
many had been the happy days of his life ; twenty- 
three was it? not more, certainly. . 

Giuliani was not so far behind the Moorish 
monarch; he marked down at this period sixteen 
days of happiness, beginning with his Sunday 
evening's visit to Miss Tufton. 

Lill accepted from him a ring, allowed him 
to place it himself on her finger, allowed him 
to wonder at and go into ecstasies as to the sleu- 
derness of the finger, to study the hand and 
doat on its every blue vein and on the tiny 
dimples that marked the whereabouts of the 
knuckles. 

The unbending of the grave man, his child- 
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like frankness, were really touching. For a time 
Lill sat and watched him with the satisfaction 
of one who sees the admirable working of a 
new mechanism. This new Mr. Giuliani was of 
her creating. Miss Crumpton's frigidity lasted 
throughout tea; after that she lost her chilling 
power by nodding most charitably in her easy- 
chair. Giuliani lowered his voice in reverence 
to so convenient a slumber. Miss Crumpton only- 
slept on Sunday evenings when crochet and 
knitting were forbidden pleasures. It was then 
he had the opportunity of offering his ring. Lill 
rather liked to hear him talk fondly and foolishly. 
He spoke to her for the first time of his own 
family, told her stories of his schooldays and 
made her laugh, that laugh which seemed to 
him like silver bells ; he spoke to her of his father, 
of his bravery; his high hopes, and their fading; 
and won from her something dearer than her 
laugh, precious tears of sympathy. At last he 
fell into sudden silence. Good heavens I what 
a rush of growing tenderness it was, that filling 
his heart, stopped his speech : words came drop- 
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ping slowly from his lips, like drops out of an 
overfilled narrow-necked vase, passionate words 
that scorched Lill's cheeks, but froze her heart; 
her satisfaction was gone, but not her courage. 
She had made many a pious prayer that Sunday 
morning in his behalf. Having promised to be 
his wife, she had prayed God to make her loving 
as well as dutiful to him; but she listened so 
gently, her long eyelashes bashfully sweeping her 
hot cheek, that he thought it better so, than if 
her blue eyes had darkened in answer to his. 

The next morning Lill received a bouquet of 
exotics, left with Giuliani's card. Lill was not 
pleased. " I wish he would not act so openly 
the lover," was the thought with which she took 
the flowers. Growing in her heart was a seed 
of resentment at the equality on which he placed 
himself with her; she did her best to keep the 
feeling under, always asserting loudly that his 
social rights were not altered by the accident 
of his being an Italian master. Nevertheless ever 
since she had entangled herself in an engagement 
with him, whenever he assumed the air of a lover, 
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she was inwardly revolted, as if he were taking 
an undue liberty with her. 

Unluckily for all parties Giuliani maintained 
towards Lady Ponsonby and Alicia an unex- 
pected reserve; the more unexpected as he must 
have known that Alicia had been almost a witness 
of his declaration to LiU. 

Perhaps Giuliani felt his position to be one of 
those which a sincere friend would be bound 
to handle boldly, and he might have a latent 
dread that his happiness was built on sand, not 
rock, and would fall with a great fall at the 
first shock. The strongest of us are but cow- 
ardly compromisers when passion has the upper 
hand. 

Had there been anything to do, any overt 
struggle to make, Lill would have shown both 
strength and constancy. But she was not proof 
against mere endurance. She could not rise 
superior even to Miss Crumpton's repugnance to 
the Italian; she was for ever trying to get the 
old lady to confess herself wrong, it was like 
hitting a down cushion, which yields to the blow, 
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and straightway recovers its form ; Miss Crump 
ton's non possumus was taking effect on Lill. 
Giuliani was soon made to feel the consequences 
of this enemy at court. 

The first cloud that darkened the heaven of 
his love was the evident fear with which Lill 
looked forward to Sir Mark's arrival. Do what 
he would to he indulgent on this score, to see in 
it nothing but girlish timidity, his self-love, 
rendered extremely ticklish by his circumstances, 
was wounded. He had expected something very 
different, recollecting as he did very distinctly 
Lill's defiance of her grandfather in the beginning 
of their acquaintance. The first expressions of 
alarm he had met with soothing encouragement, 
with those assurances which when a woman loves 
a man, make her feel ready to dare the wholq 
world for him. But at last Lill's terrors lest 
Sir Mark should arrive and find him there, 
more openly expressed at each succeeding visit, 
provoked from him the utterance of some of the 
displeasure that had accumulated in his mind. 

" This alarm is overmuch," he said. €€ There is 
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something grating to my feelings in it It is 
painful when duties clash, and you have a duty 
to perform to Sir Mark as well as to me; but 
I supposed you had already considered where 
the one ended, and the other began; above all, 
let there be no concealments." 

"You don't know Sir Mark's violence/* said 
Lill, pale with a quiver on her lips. Giuliani's 
new tone was inexpressibly painful; it revealed 
something like contempt, she thought. A tear 
in those beloved eyes, brought thither by his 
severity, filled him with remorse. 

"I am wrong," he said; "forgive me; you 
shall choose your own time and opportunity for 
speaking to Sir Mark. I will leave you nowy 
and not return again until you recall me." 

" I don't wish that," said Lill; " all I wish is, 
that if Sir Mark should arrive and find you here, 
that you would not explain anything to him." 

Giuliani hesitated, and his brow lowered. 

"I do think," said Lill, « you might be a little 
more indulgent to me. I can't help dreading the 
first outbreak of Sir Mark's rage; I must bear 
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that; you propused you would never willingly 
make me shed a tear. I thought when a man 
really loved a woman, he was not ready to suspect 
her of faults." 

" You thought," returned Giuliani, " that love 
was necessarily blind. A great fallacy : any one 
who avers that any human being is faultless, uses 
flattery to gain some selfish end. Is that love not 
greatest which loves in spite of blemishes ? " 

Lill shook her head. 

" I begin to believe you don't know what love 
is." 

Giuliani here turned frightfully pale : the effect 
of her words was so beyond her intention, that 
Lill was like one thunderstruck. 

"Child, child!" he ejaculated, t " you cannot 
then understand me : " he went towards the door. 

" No ; you must not go away angry with me." 

" But I am not angry." 

" Yes, you are ; come, forgive me for whatever 
crime I may have committed," said Lill, playfully, 
yet but half-pleased. se You won't ? well, then, I 
won't have your ring." He turned from her. 
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Take it or Til crush it under my heel," she threw 
the ring on the floor. 

"Even as you please," he replied, without 
stooping to lift up the ring. They stood eyeing 
one another like two combatants about to test each 
other's strength. 

It was Lill who picked up the ring. 

a Put it on my finger," she said, imperiously. 

" Not so," he answered ; " you must resume it 
of your own will and deed." 

She continued to hold the small circlet on the 
tip of her finger. What a strange battle was 
fighting in her heart ; not one between love and 
pride, nor between pride and pity. She valued 
him for his very resistance, and she could not 
resign her power over him. 

She held up her finger and the ring slipped 
back to its place. She held out her hand to 
Giuliani, he took it, kissed it fervently, saying, — 

" Lill ! have you then had no idea that I give 
up something for you ? " She opened her eyes very 
wide. " If I have never before told you," he 
went on, "it was because I feared to appear a 
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boaster. I must tell you now that you may 
understand how much you are to me. My pride 
I have laid, not only beneath your feet, but I 
lower it in the dust before your grandfather, and 
submit to the contempt of the rich for the poor. 
My independence, for I stoop to seek a place 
under a government not my own, the same which 
has played false with my country. For you, I 
renounce my obscurity, and lay myself open to 
all the rancour and calumny, which, like sleuth 
hounds, pursue the Italian, who, having been once 
marked as a republican, accepts anything from 
the ministers of a monarch. A man makes no 
little sacrifice, my beloved one, when he gives the 
slightest hold for the accusation of deserting his 
principles." 

Lill stood by his side silent and subdued, her 
own sensations and conduct at that moment seemed 
to her so mean and trifling. 

The tone of Giuliani's feelings was too high 
strung to be brought down easily to the diapason 
usual to a drawing-room. This conversation had 
taken place in the little room where he used to 
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give Lill her lessons, and where indeed Lill 
generally received his present visits. When 
Miss Crumpton, from the door of the adjoining 
room, called them into tea, he bade Lill good- 
bye ; he stood with her hand still in his, surveying 
every object in the well-known room. Birds, 
books, flowers, Lill's work-basket, all the hundred 
trifles that remain in the memory, as making np 
the individuality of a friend. At last his look 
returned to Lill, there it lingered, noting hair, 
eyes, lovely hues, and the slight bending figure. 

" My beautiful one ! " 

" Don't go," whispered Lill. 

" I must be alone, God be with you : * he left 
her. Lill stopped a moment, then ran after him. 

"Come back," she cried, but he was out of 
hearing. 

The next morning, before Lill had left her 
room, a small packet was brought to her, instead 
of the usual bouquet from Giuliani. Several 
scraps of written paper, evidently just cut out 
of a note book, were inside an inner envelope, 
on which was written in Italian, "I send yon 
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some of my diary : judge for yourself of what I 
have felt for you and for how long. My heart 
reproves me for enjoying your dear society, at 
a cost to you of anxiety. Till you bid me, I 
shall not come to see you; Sir Mark must 

soon be here; and then " Lill took up the 

bits of paper one after the other. Some were 
of two or three lines, some of half a page. He 
wrote of her under the name of Perla. Ah I he 
had longed to kiss the ground on which she 
trod: all the time he had played the austere 
master, repressing her friendliness, she had been 
dearer to him than his eyes ; her image had filled 
his soul ; and yet he had struggled, and but for 
an accident she would have known nothing of 
the matter. He had even doated on her petulance : 
it was, indeed, not commonplace prose, it was more 
like a beautiful hymn, thought Lill, with exulta- 
tion ; the passionate words went to her head, there 
was a beating in her ears. ec I suppose I do love 
him," she said ; " I must, he loves me so much," 
and she put the envelope containing the scraps 
into her desk. 
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After breakfast, Lill, still under the influence 
of the spell, wrote him a few frank, affectionate 
lines, in perfect good faith at the moment, begged 
him to forgive her cowardice ; it was not alone 
for herself she trembled ; he Was to trust to her 
to make his banishment as short as she safely 
could ; she took out of his last nosegay a sprig of 
€S Forget-me-not," and enclosed it; the signature 
spoke volumes to Giuliani — Lill signed " Perla." 
It was almost as if she had assumed his own 
name. 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

GRANDMAMMA. 

Sir Make: had arrived. He had seen his friend 
Mrs. Townsend installed in the apartments 
secured for her by Lill, and expressed himself 
satisfied with the choice. 

This approbation sounded strange enough to 
Lill, accustomed in former days to accept 
Sir Mark's silence as the surest proof of his 
satisfaction, and she looked at him to see if he 
meant what he said ; then she observed he had a 
sort of paleness as if ashes had been rubbed over 
his usually florid complexion. 

"Have you had the gout, Sir Mark?" she 
asked. 

"Gout! what makes you say that? It's not 
the gout; you and Miss Crumpton were always 
dinning the word gout into my ears, until you 
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made me believe I had it I have had Dr. 
Whyteson's opinion ; it is neuralgia ; you women 
are always so knowing with your gout and rheu- 
matism." 

" The name is not of much consequence," Lill 
began. 

"That's all you know about it," interrupted 
Sir Mark. "Call things by their right names; 
gout is gout, and neuralgia is neuralgia, and not 
gout" 

"Very well; have you had neuralgia?' 9 asked 
Lill. 

"I have not had anything, Miss Tufton; my 
health has been excellent, is excellent, and will 
be excellent, if yon do not worry me." 

Lill here walked towards the door, with .the 
intention of leaving the cross old man to himself. 

"Where are you going now?" he said, pet- 
tishly. 

" To my own room." 

" Wait a minute ; I have something to say to 
you." 

Lill reseated herself, with a treacherous change 
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of colour; her conscience made her a coward. 
In tlie moment that elapsed before Sir Mark spoke 
again, the wildest, most extravagant conjectures 
whirled through her brain ; no doubt Sir Mark 
had heard in some way or other of her Italian 
lessons; he suspected her, and was about to 
attack her on the subject of Giuliani ; she turned 
hot and cold, then braced. herself up to meet the 
attack. 

" You must call on Mrs. Townsend this after- 
noon," said the baronet. "I told her you would 
be with her about six o'clock ; she said she 
wouldn't be ready to receive you before. Take 
the carriage, and see if she wants to drive out" 

All Lill's muscles relaxed ; she burst into a 
hysterical fit of laughter. 

" What are you laughing at ? " asked her 
grandfather. Miss Crumpton also looked inquir- 
ingly at her. 

" Nothing ; only that in general owls, and not 
fine ladies, begin to fly about at twilight." 

Sir Mark's eyes darted fire at the speaker. 

"Just pay attention to what I say to you, Miss 
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Tufton. You had better not show any of your 
impertinence to Mrs. Townsend, or by G — youTl 
live to repent it." 

"In what way?" she said, with a peculiar 
intonation Sir Mark could not understand; it 
sounded most like a mere interrogation from 
curiosity. 

" I'll turn you out of the house." 

" I don't know that that would be the worst 
thing that could happen to me." 

"By G — you women are enough to drive 
a man mad!" exclaimed Sir Mark, and flung out 
of the salon. 

Lill turned to Miss Crumpton, the silent spec- 
tator for years of the turbulence of the house of 
Tufton, not only silent, but looking on with a 
face as round and placid as a full moon in July ; 
still and unmoved — but for her crochet-work — 
as one of the large-lipped, serene-faced Ethiopian 
statues in the British Museum. Turning to her, 
Lill said, — 

" Shall I tell him now about Mr. Giuliani, or 
wait to see if he is really going to be married ? 
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a touch of kindred feeling, you know, may make 
him kind." 

i€ I knew a gentleman who married at seventy- 
five," said Crummie ; " and he lived to be eighty- 
six, and was very happy; you had better wait 
and see the lady first" 

This advice was like a respite to the condemned, 
and was acted upon. 

At six o'clock Lill drove to the Rue de Cirque, 
expecting to see a dashing, dark-eyed woman, 
who would overwhelm her with cajolery and 
coaxing — exactly as the present Baronne de Tir- 
court had done before she married the young 
French baron instead of the old English baronet. 
Miss Tufton was admitted by a French femme de 
chambre, who said that Madame would be with 
Madlle. immediately. 

Lill was astonished to see the metamorphosis 
already effected in the salon; every table, sofa 
and chair seemed to have been moved; the 
curtains were differently draped, and flowers were 
everywhere that a vase or glass could stand, 
while every seat was encumbered by cushions 
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The inner doors being open, Lill could not help 
having a glimpse of what was going on behind 
them, and a pretty scene of disorder it was. 
Great trunks, with their lids thrown back, and 
the floor strewed with their heterogeneous con- 
tents. 

Lill was left half an hour by herself ; at the end 
of the first quarter of an hour the same French 
maid, Madlle. Athenais, brought in a splendid 
camphine lamp, lighted, and a book " pour Madlle. 
Tufton, Madame £tait desolee, etc." 

The book was one of Balzac's, and the very- 
first page fascinated Lill's attention. It began, 
"Qui est Madame Fimiani?" Was this meant 
as epigrammatic on the part of Mrs. Townsend ? 
Lill had reached the last of the conjectures about 
Madame Fimiani, when a rustling made her 
look up. A little iragile-looking being — her fair 
hair simply wound about her head, in a black 
silk dress, made like a peignoir, was coming to- 
wards her. Mrs. Townsend took Lill's hand, 
and, raising herself on tip-toe, kissed the young 
lady. 
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"You are very good to keep the promise Sir 
Mark made for you, Miss Tufton," said she, staring 
at her visitor unceremoniously, and not with an 
exactly satisfied look. 

"I hope you approve of your apartments?" 
said Lill. 

" I like the position, and the rooms are well- 
sized. When I have changed some of the furni- 
ture I shall like them well enough. I hate 
Utrecht velvet for chairs, they catch hold of your 
dress so; and yellow is my abomination — my 
hair doesn't allow of it, nor yours either," she 
added, "though it's some shades darker than 
mine." 

Again she stared at Lill. 

"Sir Mark thought you might like to drive 
out," said Miss Tufton, remembering the injunc-> 
tion she had received. 

" Dear old man ! did he ? very kind of him ; 
but pray tell him I am not crazy ; the gas is lit 
in the streets, I believe. Do you like French 
plays ? do you go often ? " 

" Very seldom," was LilPs reply. 
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"Are you one of the serious?" asked Mrs. 
Townsend. 

"Not at all," and Lill laughed; "but since 
Sir Mark has been away we have had no gentle- 
man to go with us." 

" We !" repeated Mrs. Townsend, inquiringly. 

" Miss Crumpton lives with us." 

" Oh, the companion." 

"No, my mother's cousin; she stays entirely 
out of kindness to me. Can I be of any service 
to you, Mrs. Townsend?" added Lill, rather 
nettled at being so cross-examined. 

" No, I don't think so — for this evening at least. 
I mean to have a cup of tea and go to bed. Tell 
Sir Mark I am invisible till to-morrow afternoon.' * 

"Then I will leave you," said Lill. "We 
dine at seven." 

"Always?" asked the other lady. 

" Yes." 

" When you have no evening engagements ? " 

" It is our regular hour." 

You must change it I can't bear dining 
fore nine, it makes such a horrible long even- 
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ing. Tell Sir Mark you are very different 
from what I expected ; much better looking." 

"More than I can say for you," thought Lill; 
"poor little half-dead looking creature, with not 
even pleasant manners." 

" Well ! " said Sir Mark, when he met his 
granddaughter in the drawing-room before dinner, 
" how did you and Mrs. Townsend get on ? " 

"We examined one another very minutely, 
and Mrs. Townsend desired me to tell you she 
was not crazy, therefore did not take a morning 
drive by gaslight" 

Sir Mark laughed as if delighted. 

"Well? anything more?" 

" And that I was quite different from what she 
expected, and much better looking." 

"Not a bit of feminine jealousy about her; 
you won't hear her pulling other women to 
pieces; and Miss Lill, clever as you think your- 
self, you'll find your match there for mother wit 
Lord, what a wonderful creature she would have 
been had she had an education like yours ! " 

Lill was not only in most perfect astonish- 
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ment at Sir Mark's way of speaking, showing 
as it did some of the usual marks of a real 
preference, bat she was moved by it She had 
half a mind to throw herself on his mercy; 
he was become more human; who could tell but 
that he might be glad to get rid of her ? 

They were yet at dinner when a ring at the 
bell of the great entrance door announced, some 
visitor. 

" Probably Mr. Edward," observed Miss Crump- 
ton. 

"Why the deuce couldn't he have come 
sooner?" said Sir Mark gruffly. 
• "It is not a he at all, come to disturb your 
digestion," said a winning voice. 

Mrs. Townsend was standing laughing by his 
side, in the most coquettish and becoming of bon- 
nets, a sortie de bal over her shoulders. 

Lill was amazed at the transformation wrought 
in the lady's appearance since six o'clock. Pretty 
she was not, rather something more, very piquant, 
her large sunken eyes launching forth flashes of 
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With a careless glance at Lill and Miss Crump- 
ton she said, 

" Don't let me disturb any one ; I am so glad 
you are at dessert. I shall sit by you, Sir Mark ; 
and you must give me quantities of drag^es." 

" You know Whyteson said your way of living 
on sweet things was what 1 hurt your health." 

"That," snapping the smallest fingers woman 
ever had, " for Whyteson. I do not care to live 
a year or two longer if I am never to do as I 
like ; so give me my sugar plums." 

"Why have you not a 'nougat,' Lill?" began 
Sir Mark. 

"Oh, don't scold me, Sir Mark, scold the chef" 

"I won't have any scolding here," said Mrs* 
Townsend. "I have come to carry you off to 
the Palais Royal Theatre; I have got a box, and 
a carriage is at the door." 

"Why, how have you managed?" Sir Mark 
asked. 

"Force de vohnti, sir. I felt dreadfully stupid 
after Miss Tufton went away, and I sent Athenais 
to find out if there was a valet de place to be had 
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about the house, and that brought down Madame 
lapropriitaire from the troisifane. Sir Mark, be on 
your guard, she is an uncommon pretty Parisian : 
she and I fraternized or sorrowized at once; she 
managed the whole business. I don't know the 
least what the play is, but madame told me she 
knew that some of the Princes were to be there." 

Lill, who had been growing more impatient at 
each of Mrs. Townsend's words, felt for an in- 
stant as if the last speech had been personally 
aimed at her. It was almost a reproduction of 
what she had once said to Giuliani, and the odious- 
ness of such trifling was now made apparent to 
her. While Mrs. Townsend was eating her sugar 
plums, dipping sweet biscuits into her wine and 
chattering to Sir Mark, her eyes were busily 
scanning Lill. 

" I see you don't wish to go, Miss Tufton," she 
said at last 

"Lill! not like to go to the theatre!" ex- 
claimed Sir Mark; "why, she is for ever teas- 
ing me about boxes; by the by, Miss Tufton, 
have you screwed any more out of that hero 
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of Mrs. Caledon's;" and chuckling the while, he 
went on to tell the story as he understood it, 
of Lill's having made a stranger she met at 
Colonel Caledon's, give her a hox at the Italian's. 

" You are mistaken in one point," said Lill ; u I 
paid for Miss Crumpton's ticket and mine." 
Sir Mark looked furiously at her. 
" You did, did you ? Where did you get the 
money." 

" You had better not ask me before strangers," 
she said. 

" Never mind me," said Mrs. Townsend, laugh- 
ing. 

" Well, then," continued Lill, « I had no idea of 
cheating any one, and as I had no money I sold 
some of my ornaments." 

ts Quite right," said Mrs. Townsend, staring 
Sir Mark in the face. "There is no reason for 
your being unladylike because Sir Mark is such 
a screw;" then she added in a low voice to the 
astounded baronet, "What a tempting prospect 
this story opens to me!" 

Sir Mark made no reply, but the look he 
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threw at his granddaughter was awful. Once 
more Mrs. Townsend whispered to him, " If you 
fly into a rage with Lill, it's all over between 
you and me;" then aloud, she said, "I see you 
would really rather stay at home, Miss Tufton; 
don't be afraid, Sir Mark shall not make you do 
anything for me against your inclinations. I shall 
beg Miss Crumpton to be our chaperone, for I 
am not going alone with your grandfather." 

It was so arranged. When they were gone, 
Lill burst into a fit of tears. She remembered 
Giuliani, his tenderness came back on her as 
the thought of green pastures and clear streams 
does on the parched traveller in the desert; she 
must be happy with any one like .him; she would 
get out of this wretched thraldom to Sir Mark 
and his set Let him do his worst, she would 
be safe with Giuliani. Time was, that Lill would 
have laughed at the late scene instead of crying ; 
the evil spirit had come out of her, but what if 
seven worse should take up their abode in her? 
She was yet weeping, when Edward Tufton, fresh 
from England, came rushing in. She had never 
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been so happy to see his well-known fp£e; even 
his loud unmusical voice was welcome; she felt, 
as he almost shook her hand off, as if she had 
found a support, one who would help and like 
her without analyzing whether she were right 
or wrong. 

" So they are all out but you, Lill ; what a 
lark ! Well, what do you think of grandmamma 
to be?" 

" I pity her," said Lill. 

"Pity me rather and yourself; but while you 
are mistress here, order me something to eat, I 
am starving." 

Lill rang the bell. 

" What will you have ? " 

"Oysters to begin with, then any cold meat 
that the cook can spare me." 

Presently the two cousins were seated at the 
dining-table, an immense dish of oysters before 
Edward. 

" There, you eat those," he began, giving her 
a plateful. 

"No, I can't." 
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"Yes, you must, you look horridly down in 
the mouth, I can tell you. You have got a 
suspicion of a hollow in your left cheek; what's 
the matter ?" 

"Nothing's the matter, only I want to know 
something about Mrs, Townsend." 

" A queer fish, ain't she ? Such a spirit in that 
little body of hers ; she cows Sir Mark famously, 
don't she ? I'll stake a hundred to one that in a 
year she'll bring him to be only the husband of 
Lady Tufton." 

" But is it all settled then? and who is she ? " 

"All right as to respectability and that sort 
of thing, for that's what you are driving at, I 
know; as to your first question, you must ask 
her. I say, Lill, don't you go for to be taking 
a dislike to her because of her odd ways. She's 
not an ill-natured woman, and she is open-handed 
as the day; and she can be, when she likes, the 
best fun in the world." 

"The idea of a grandmamma the best fun in 
the world ! " repeated Lill. 

"You should see the state my mother is in, 
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she wants me to go into the Church and secure 
the family living at all events; she looks on my 
chance of the baronetcy as gone, and declares 
this marriage will be her deathblow. Every day 
she writes me some new plan; her last is that 
you and I should unite to prevent its ever taking 
,/place. If wishes could kill, alas ! for Sir Mark." 

st A la grace de Dieu" said Lill ; " as for me 
I don't grudge Sir Mark his happiness nor his 
money, but now good night: he was in a rage 
with me as usual before he went out, and I don't 
want to meet him till he has slept it off." 

"Then, perhaps I had better toddle to bed 
also," said Mr. Tufton. 
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CHAPTER XXIH. 

DRIFTING AWAY. 

On the breakfast table next morning lay a tiny- 
note for Lill, written in pencil ; it ran thus : — 

" What is £he first duty of woman on arriving 
in Paris? Guess, and come in the carriage at 
half-past one, and tell me ? 

"Honora T." 

Lill had lately had such an uncomfortable 
time of it with herself, that, truth to say, she 
was rather glad to have some other subject 
forced upon her. So, on the whole, she welcomed 
Mrs. Townsend's note, and was punctual to the 
hour mentioned. As a matter of course she 
had to wait half an hour, and therefore had the 
opportunity of finishing Madame Firmiani. The 
hero, as every one knows, lives up in a garret, 
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and gives lessona in mathematics, which does 
not make him the less of a fine gentleman, or 
the less beloved by a very fine lady. The story- 
interested Lill, as stories do which trench on the 
domains of our own private history. 

The two ladies drove first to De Lisle's. LilL 
sat there for three quarters of an hour, patiently 
enough, amused with the variety of materials 
exhibited; but at last Mrs. Townsend's caprice 
bewildered and fatigued her* That was nothing* 
however, to the impatience that ensued when^ 
the dresses being chosen, the quantities required, 
were to be discussed. Mrs. Townsend disputed 
every point, accused the shopman of wishing to. 
make her take too much, and ended by order- 
ing more than he had said was necessary. 

"I declare it's nearly dark," she said, as she was 
walking to the carriage. 

"We have been four hours here," answered Lill. 

€t Ah ! well* if it had not been for your solemn 
face, I should; have been longer ; it will be your 
fault if I have taken what I don't like." 

Sir Mark's fine horses had been dawdling 
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and standing in an east wind all this time ; the 
coachman looked down upon the ladies, with a 
face as rough as the wind itself; Lill observed 
this to Mrs. Townsend. 

" What else is he a coachman for?" she said, 
which, however, did not prevent her sending him 
a \argepourboire when she got home. 

In the meantime they drove to Jeoflroy in 
the Rue Richelieu, where another hour was spent 
in choosing coiffures and bonnets ; then else- 
where for artificial flowers, elsewhere again for 
gloves, for shoes. At past eight Lill put down 
Mrs. Townsend at her own door, who, as she 
alighted, exclaimed, — 

"I shall not dine with you to-day, but come 
and see me early to-morrow." 

Mrs. Townsend had engaged herself to dine 
with the Tuftons, and had made them alter 
their dinner-hour. 

The next day Lill walked with Edward Tufton 
to the Rue de Cirque. They were arm in arm, 
and really made an interesting couple. Many 
of the passers-by turned to look at them, and 
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all had more or less of a smile on their faces, 
the pleasant sensation with which one greets 
spring-time. 

" Well matched indeed ! " was the thought of 
one who had heen some time (himself unseen) 
contemplating them. As the cousins were about 
to turn into the Rue de Cirque, this moralizer 
passed them hastily, and, without giving any 
sign of recognition : Lill flushed crimson : " he 
must have been behind them, he might think 
all sorts of things ; " she made a dash forward to 
stop him, she half called out his name, and then 
stopped. 

"What's the matter?" asked Edward, putting- 
his head forward to see her face. 

Of course the answer was, " Nothing." 

t( Yes, it is something ; that fellow who passed 
us is that Grrimgriffinoff ycu were in such a 
passion with me about." 

" Perhaps it was," said Lill ; " I suppose he did 
' not recognize us." 

Mr. Edward looked rather sulky. 

That Saturday evening Lill could not go to 
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the Ponsonbys', but -she wrote an apology and 
explanation. 

Within a week of Mrs. Townsend ? s advent in 
Paris, she had a dashing, low, open carriage, with 
a pair of spirited ponies, in which she drove 
herself and the beautiful Miss Tutftan to .the 
Bois de Boulogne, and in doing which both 
ladies met with their due share of admiration; 
the one for her beauty, the other for her grace- 
ful, daring coachmanship. At the end of that 
week the two were mounted on equally .first- 
rate horses, with plenty of cavaliers besides "Sir 
Mark and Edward Tufton; cavaliers agreeable, 
gallant, and talkative, to whom Sir Mark and 
his heir presumptive only were <an exception, 
their rule being to be sulky and silent. The 
ladies were also en evidence in the evenings. After 
the ride, or the drive, came the dinner. There 
was always either company .to dinner or in the 
evening; or they went to a theatre, or a concert, 
or a ball, or a soiree. 

Mrs. Townsend could not endure a family 
party, and wherever she went, Lill must go, or 
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else Sir Mark should not accompany her. Lill 
yielded to this exigency with evident reluctance 
at first, then more and more readily. 

But wherever she might be, or whatever she 
might be doing, abroad or at home, alone or in 
a crowd, the recollection of her promise to Giu- 
liani, of his right to claim its performance, lay 
heavy and cold on her conscience. Why did 
she linger so? was a question never candidly 
answered. 

She was already once more living in the zone 
of fashion, breathing easily in that malignant air 
which leaves no one the master of either his 
thoughts or actions. 

All that can be said in Lill's defence is that, 
throughout this period, she never laid herself out 
to attract ; her manners, indeed, were so retiring, 
that more than one of those who dangled in her 
train supposed her to be the betrothed of the ill- 
tempered looking youth who was always at her 
side. 

After that morning when Giuliani had passed 
her in the Champs Eiysdes without any sign of 
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recognition, Lill had had many glimpses of him 
when she was on horseback, or in the dashing 
pony phaeton ; and each glimpse had sent the 
blood violently to her heart, leaving her face 
colourless for an instant, only to steep it in crim- 
son the following moment Giuliani never seemed 
to see her, but she was [certain, % as of her life, 
that he always did. 

One day in particular she had had a good 
inspiration. She had been riding with Mrs. 
Townsend and a gay party in the Champs Ely- 
sees, and she had caught sight of him about to 
enter the courtyard of a building on which was 
a huge board with staring gold letters, announcing 
it as a " Pensionnat pour jeunes demoiselles" She 
saw perfectly well that he looked pale and thin. 
She had fine gentlemen on either side of her, 
well mounted, and as sleek and shiny as their 
steeds : they were all trotting, and the cloud of 
dust they raised reached Giuliani. He stopped 
and shook it from his coat. This accidental cir- 
cumstance smote her heart. In the smart of the 
moment, she curbed her horse so tightly, that 
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he reared ; the gentlemen on either side made a 
snatch at her bridle, but she struck the spirited 
animal with her whip between the ears, so that 
he set off at a wild gallop. No, he should not 
see any man paying her attention. And Giuliani 
thought the gallop a bravado ! Did not Lill 
well know his aversion to a woman's riding ? 

On her return home, still under the impres- 
sion she had received, Lill wrote to Giuliani a 
very few lines, but strong with real feeling ; she 
concluded by saying that nothing should prevent 
her going to Lady Ponsonby's next Saturday 
evening. She gave her note to Ruth, bidding 
her take it to the post herself. Ruth had often 
seen notes addressed by her young lady to Mr. 
Giuliani, and had not given a thought to the 
matter. She was accustomed also to Liii's forcible 
manner about trifles, yet this day the lady's-maid 
imagined, for the first time, that there was some- 
thing between Miss Tufton and Mr. Giuliani, and 

hers was the memory of a servant for those sorts 
of things. 

Giuliani received the note with more of sur- 
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prise than pleasure; he read it, and laid it down 
with a quietly muttered " Pauvre enfant." His 
heart was as heavy as a stone. 

That morning he had heard that he was sure 
of being named to the professorship of history 

at the college of the provincial town of B . 

t€ An evil fate follows me," he had thought ; ' € the 
nomination is of no use for the end I solicited 
it, and will only serve to separate me from the 
best of friends, and a life that suits me. I have 
deserved this." 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

FETTERS OF INTIMACY. 

"No, no, no, — I can't spare you this evening," 
said Mrs. Townsend to Lill, who was pleading a 
pre-engagement. " I don't know another English- 
woman I can ask to meet these French people. 
You will do me credit ; besides, I can't bear to 
see any one pursing up their mouths in fear of 
what maybe coming next, or else dropping out 
from the end of their lips, in answer to a joke 
upon some of our national absurdities, ( That's 
exactly what we pride ourselves upon in Eng- 
land.'" 

The mimicry of some of their collet monte ac- 
quaintances was so capital that Lill burst out 
laughing. 

"You are a charming creature," said Mrs. 
Townsend ; " I knew you could not resist me." 
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"I must this once — only this once, dear 
Honora." 

st Where do you want to go?" asked the dear 
Honora, her sunken eyes fixed on Lill with 
curiosity. "I am your chaperone now; Sir 
Mark gave you into my charge, and I have a right 
to know, and I will know." 

Intimacies generally end in being tyrannies. 
Lill was by this time aware that what Mrs. 
Townsend said in play she often meant in 
earnest. 

" There's no mystery in the case," she said; 
"I wish to go to Lady Ponsonby's Saturday 
reception." 

" You never mentioned Lady Ponsonby to me 
before. Where does she live ? who is she ? why 
have you not introduced me to her?" 

"I should be very glad to do so; she is a 
charming person ; oh, so good, so unlike any one 
I ever saw," said Lill, warming with her subject. 
" I used to go there almost every Saturday even- 
ing before you came, and she has a right to be 
offended at my neglect of her lately." 
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"Is she old? has she sons?" pursued Mrs. 
Townsend. 

" One son at home, the other is in India ; but 
you needn't imagine any love affair between 
Valentine and me; he is just such another as 
Edward Tufton." 

"Ah! by the by, Lill, why don't you and 
that Neddy make up a match, and keep the title 
and wealth in the family ?" 

"Heavens, no!" exclaimed Lill, again laugh- 
ing ; " that would be preposterons ; his wife to be 
should still be in the nursery. Besides, we ex- 
pect you to be Lady Tufton." 

"Hm! hm! hm! come, confess, and I'll let 
you off this evening. Notre coeur a dejd parld, 
eh ! some mercurial Parisian whom we think to 
meet at this Lady Ponsonby's ? " 

" No, indeed," said Lill, firmly. 

"You swear it is not so — very well; then you 
must give up Lady P. and all her amiable bata- 
clan" 

Lill was afraid to insist, so she sent off at once 
a note to Lady Ponsonby. 
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" Please not to think ill of me^— but* indeed, 
I do not believe you ever judge any one unkindly 
— I would give much to be with you this evening, 
but I am prevented. 

" Your most affectionate, 

"Lill." 

"Show it to Giuliani," said Alicia, who was 
suspicious that all was not right between the 
Italian and Miss Tufton. 

Lady Ponsonby accordingly placed it in Giu- 
liani's hand as soon as he came in. It was the 
first time she had ventured on the slightest act 
that could give a hint of her being aware of his 
feelings for Lill. 

He read the few lines in silence, the moment 
was not come for any outpourings of the pain he 
felt Alicia picked up the note afterwards, so 
crushed, that the writing was nearly illegible. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

SOIREE TOWNSEND. 

There was a pleasant subdued light in Mrs. 
Townsend's drawing-room, when Lill entered it 
with Sir Mark and Edward. 

A lady and two gentlemen had preceded them. 
The lady was presented as Madame de Verneuil, 
one gentleman as Mons. Ix, the other as Mons. 
Vertengris. The partie carrie opened their circle 
to admit the new arrivals. Madame de Verneuil 
retreated to a sofa, in one corner of which she 
shrank herself up, looking — no other description 
will answer for her — like a portrait by Wattean. 
Her hair, of that peculiar shade called black in 
England, and chatain in France, was drawn back 
from her face, falling in the studied disorder 
produced by a clever hair-dresser, behind her 
ears down on her white throat The blue knitted 
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capuchon on the back of her head remained as 
she had put it on, to walk down from the 
tromime to Mrs. Townsend's second. 

Mrs. Townsend looked that evening in her 
flowing white dress with green ribbons, like 
Lorelei, so said Mons. Vertengris. The some- 
thing strange that characterized her appearance, 
was one of her attractions : she made people look 
and look again ; it was easy to imagine her Lorelei 
or any spirit in pain, even a victim to some super- 
natural influence. The extraordinary brilliancy 
of her dark gray eyes was really suggestive of 
an inward fire gradually consuming her ; and the 
inevitable impression of every one on seeing her 
for the first time was wonder, how so frail a 
bark could carry such a cargo of life. 

The conversation broken by the entrance of 
the Tuftons was not easily reknotted. Mrs. 
Townsend called Lill to sit by her, and introduced 
Mons. Vertengris to her. Mons. Vertengris was 
much younger than Mons. Ix, and was exactly the 
sort of person whom gentlemen like Sir Mark and 
Edward Tufton consider as the worst species of 
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Frenchmen. He was tall, well-made, hair and 
eyes black as jet — both lustrous; in short, very 
handsome. Mons. Vertengris made a little sign 
expressive of his approbation of Miss Tufton's 
appearance to the lady of the house, with whom 
he continued his conversation, which, however 
ingeniously he paraphrased her observations, did 
not prevent Lill's attention wandering to what 
was passing between Mons. Ix and Madame de 
Verneuil. Mons. Ix might be a man of forty, but 
he wore a wig, at least so it seemed — a scratch 
auburn wig, which came down in a point on the 
forehead, and retired very much from off the 
temples. He had a scrutinizing eye, and not a 
pleasant ' mouth, with dazzling white teeth, as had 
also Mons. Vertengris. His thin lips twisted 
scornfiilly as he spoke. To Madame de VerneuiPs 
observations as to Lill's beauty, he answered, — 

"Yes; she rather justifies those charmingly 
impossible English engravings, but she makes 
me think of ce rosier blanc qui doit me donner 
des roses noirts; in short, fit to obtain a 'prize at 
some flower-show." 

vol. I. 19 
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" Very unjust," responded Madame de Verneuil. 
€S Que voulez-vous ? moi fai le malheur de ne pas 
avoir de gout pour lee blondes fillea d 'Albion. 
J£ it we only their unnatural habit of shaking 
hands with every man they meet,, I could never 
adore them. I should prefer to be the first man 
, to press the hand of my future wife." 

Madame de Verneuil, by a glance, guided 
Mons, Ix's eyes towards Lill, who, by her deep 
blush, showed she had overheard the criticism. 

" Have you seen the dear political, theological, 
sentimental princess? how goes on her amiable 
recruiting for the cause of Italy ? " 

" Badly, since she broke with the Giovane 
Italia ; her fine eyes have quite failed in melting 
the hard-hearted Giulio; he holds out against 
all her stratagems ! " 

" Giulio ? don't know him," said Ix, noncha- 
lantly. 

" The man of wood, son of the Cavaliere Giu- 
liani ; " here were some words unintelligible to Lill, 
whose whole attention was engrossed by this con- 
versation. 
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« Ah ! ah ! The protigi of Gioberti— he that 
is to marry the daughter of an English Miledi." 

" But the princess will have him if she cares 
to do so; her motto is: 'Labor vincit impro- 
bus.'" ' 

A bustle at the door announced a new arrival. 
A tall, dark woman, between the two ages, to 
translate the graphic French phrase, entered, 
leaning on the arm of a gentleman, Lill heard 
this same lady accosted as Notre chire princesse, 
and coaxed and cajoled by Madame de Vemeuil 
and Mons. Ix. 

"I come with such a history," exclaimed the 
princess. " What a world ! what a base, hypo- 
critical world, Mons. Ix ! You don't hit it hard 
enough in your writings. I shall become a 
greater pessimist than you. I shall retire to the 
summit- of Mount Lebanon." % 

"I ask nothing better than to be allowed to 
accompany you," said Mons. Ix. " There, under 
the broad spreading cedars, through the fine 
leaves of which comes filtering the silver light 
of the full moon " 

19—2 
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" And when there is no fall moon ? " interrupted 
Madame de Verneuil. 

"Or no trees?" suggested Mons. Vertengris, 
believing he was very original. 

" My faith, the case is not foreseen by poets," 
answered Mons. Ix. 

"But my story, my story; has no one any 
interest in my story? listen!" Everybody was 

silent, and the princess began: " Count C , 

— ah ! I see you guess the name — wants to marry 
his son. Well, he hears of the daughter of a 
wealthy merchant in L , and sends a confi- 
dential agent to enter on the preliminaries. The 

father, Mr. R , presses for the name of the 

future , the agent is not authorized to reveal 

it, but allows that the father of the young man 
is a count and hereditary peer. The well-pleased 
confidant returns 4;o Paris and finds his principal 

at dinner with his intimate friend, Count D . 

Count C tells him to speak out, for that 

D is his bosom friend, whereupon the agent 

announces the success of his negotiations, gives 
the cipher of the young lady's dowry — a sum 
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that makes the mouths of both counts water — 
and winds up the narration by saying, that the 
father had greatly urged him for the name of 
the person who was in treaty for the young lady's 
hand. 'To pacify the good pa,pa,' continued the 
agent, ' I told him that I was acting fot a count 

and peer.' e Bien,' said Count C ; ' you may 

communicate the name and title.' Count D — : — 
took his leave immediately after dinner, went 
by rail to L , introduced himself to the mer- 
chant ; he was a count and hereditary peer ; href, 
the young lady's hand was promised to his son 
when Count C 's agent reappeared at L ." 

There was one burst of laughter, as the princess 
concluded her story, from all in the room with 
the exception of the Tuftons: Sir Mark and 
Edward could not follow the lady's rapid French, 
and Lill was indignant. " It was downright cheat- 
ing," she exclaimed. 

"You are right, mademoiselle," said Mons. Ix> 
addressing her with a sort of benevolent look. 
u See what it is to be young ! there is still a 
fibre of honesty in your heart; I perceive it is 
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a bad thing to be no longer young. Mademoiselle, 
I congratulate you on the power of being indig- 
nant; in ten years you will laugh like the rest 
of us when an infamy is related. 

€t I hope not," said Lill, with a little too much 
emphasis for society. 

Both cette chkre princesse and Madame de 
Verneuil stared at Lill coldly. But Mons. Ix 
had made his reputation, he wielded a waspish 
pen, his books were popular; therefore when he 
spoke every one listened, and took it on trust 
that what he said was witty or sagacious. 

Mons. Ix sat for a time with his head hanging 
down on his breast ; then, as if awaking, he said, — 
" Yes, my mind is made up. Youth is our con- 
solation and supreme resource : the best thing in 
the world, — you shrug your shoulders, ladies, — 
not for its smooth skin and bright eyes, though 
such gifts are not worthless, — far from that; but 
I adore youth for its folly and exaggerations, 
generally the exaggeration of some generous sen- 
timent." 

Mons. Vertengris kindly wished to interpose 
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some praise in behalf of those whose youth had 
fled; he resorted as usual to a paraphrase of 
something he had heard or read. "True, a 
smiling plain is charming, but a fine ruin excites 
our curiosity." 

"Bravo," exclaimed Ix, with a twist of his 
mouth. " Well, for my part, I accept your simile 
with gratitude." 

After this Ix ensconced himself between the 
princess and Madame de Verneuil, and of their 
conversation only unconnected sentences reached 
Lill ; but they interested her, for the subject was 1 
Italy. 

" ' Waiting for his star ; ' it will be long ejiough 
before it comes to him," said the princess. 

"J'attends mon astre" Lill knew that was 
Charles Albert's device. 

Here more guests entered, and what followed 
was lost to her. Sir Mark at every new entrance 
turned a reproachful glance on Mrs. Townsend, 
who did the honours with a perfect grace, that 
even Mons. Ix allowed to be worthy of a Parisian. 
Suddenly Lill saw Mdlle. ArseniefF. The Russian 
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came up to her, and in her careless, loud way, 
said, — 

" I drop from the clouds ; I believed you were 
already on the other side of the Channel. You 
have, then, turned a cold shoulder to Italy? " • 

Lill asked for Lady Ponsonby. 

" Ah ! poor lady, she has had bad news of her 
son in India; but there is compensation, — he is 
about to return to Europe." 

Mdlle. ArseniefPs business there was to play, 
and not to gossip ; so she left Lill with her Curio- 
sity quite unsated. 

"Always that German music," exclaimed the 
princess. " Italian music is as much avoided as 
if it were a political prisoner. Mon Dieu ! how 
I detest those ti, ti, ti, echoed by torn, torn, torn ! 
Alt ! cher ami" to Mons, Ix, " la guerre sortira de 
cesfaux accords" said she, returning to her former 
subject 

" That may well be ; they are very irritating to 
the ear," said Ix, laughing. 

"The idea," continued the princess, perfectly 
unconscious of the quid pro quo of what she had 
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just said, "of a pope at the head of a liberal 
movement, and Francis of Modena # . granting 
concessions ! God give me patience ! we are not yet 
in the millennium, when the tiger will lie down 
with the lamb." 

Lill only once caught a word which she believed 
referred to Giuliani. 

" As to him, he has retrograded into a consti- 
tutionalist, sees no hope for Italy but in Piedmont : 
that party increases. It is not he individually, but 
his name counts, and he is honest." 

To an observation of Mons. Ix the princess 
replied, — 

u Affaire de cceur. Bah ! one of those men who 
has no blood in his veins." 

Mons. Vertengris was singing, and just at this 
interesting crisis sent forth a volume of voice 
that overpowered every other sound. 

Mrs. Townsend afterwards tried to persuade 
Lill to sing, but in vain, spite of Sir Mark's 
frowns ; the English girl was really afraid of the 
two Parisian ladies. 

The guests at last slipped away one by one ; 



298 WHO BREAKS— PAYS. 

Mons. Vertengris standing before Mrs. Townsend 
for at least three minutes and a half, and then 
for as long before Lill, with his feet drawn close 
together, his hat in both hands in a line with 
his knees, and his head bent down on his chest. 
It was Mons. Vertengris' way of taking leave, 
and expressive of his most distinguished senti- 
ments. The ladies bowed and curtsied them- 
selves away under Mons. Ix's guard, and the 
Tuftons alone remained. 

"Who is that woman with the moustache?" 
asked Sir Mark, gruffly. 

" Woman ? what woman ? " repeated Mrs. Town- 
send with an artless air. She had drawn Lill 
down on the sofa by her side, and was playing 
with a curf of her hair. 

« Well, that lady, if you choose to call her 
so." 

€€ Oh ! Madame la Princesse de , born 

Countess * 

The names were too historical for even Sir 
Mark to sneer at. 

t€ And the other, with her saucy face?" 
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w Madame de Verneuil. I believe she has no 
title to offend you." 

" And where are the husbands of these grand 
dames?" 

" The prince is in his own country, and as for 
Madame de Verneuil, she has too much esprit to 
be anything but a widow ; " and, with one of her 
sweetest smiles, Mrs. Townsend pointed to the 
clock, which marked an hour after midnight. 

Home the three Tuftons drove in inimical 

» 

silence ; for silences have as many meanings as 
words. Each received their candle with a 
muttered good-night Certainly, never in any 
family was there less of ceremony, less of polite- 
ness, than in that of the Tuftons: it may be 
added, less of cordiality also, which in many cases 
redeems the rudeness of home manners. 

Sir Mark had always been and was the last 
person hi the world to whom Lill ever applied 
for any indulgence, or advice, or assistance. She 
had never heard the door close against him but 
with a sensation of pleasurable relief. 

As for Edward Tufton, he was a specimen 
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of the sort of youth Mr. Carlyle- would keep 
for some years under a tub ; fall of lively sym- 
pathy for the powers that be, very good-natured 
when he had his own way. 

Lill did not intend to be cruel to Ruth, but 
she allowed her to go on brushing her hair 
indefinitely. Twenty-one days since she had 
spoken to Giuliani. She was glad now she had 
been to Mrs. Townsend's. Poor Lill ! to think 
of her finding consolation in the windy words 
of two women of the world! Nevertheless, it 
was balm to her pride that Giuliani was can- 
vassed for by a princess of great lineage ; that 
his name was held as a power by one of the 
most noble of his own nation. 

Madame de VerneuiJ and Mons. Ix spoke of 
him as on a par with this lady, whose escutcheon 
had figured in the Crusades. His giving lessons 
had not been alluded to. How she wished Sir 
Mark and Edward Tufton had heard how re- 
spectfully he was mentioned ! they would not 
dare then to treat him with contempt. Mons. 
Ix did not seem to think there was anything 
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out of the way in Giuliani's marrying Miss Pon- 
sonby ; and she was the daughter of one baronet 
and the sister of another, quite of the same rank 
as Lill herself. 

"If English people," mused Lill, "were only 
as liberal as the French; but they are so fero- 
ciously exclusive. You must be English to the 
very marrow of your bones to please the English. 
A grain of continentalism, and one is lost." 

She remembered feeling in this way once 
herself. Poor Lill ! what a vexed sigh she gave ! 

It was a curious illustration of the impression 
of truthfulness Giuliani had made on her, that 
she entirely set aside as nonsense all the gossip that 
associated his name with that of Miss Ponsonby. 

At last Ruth, who had fallen asleep in her 
operations, gave her mistress's head such a knock 
with the brush, that Lill uttered a little scream, 
and repentantly sent Ruth away to her bed. 
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